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T may not be improper to inform the Rea- 
ders, that there is an Inc dent or two in 
this Opera, which bear-ſome Reſembiance 1» 
what may be found in a Piece, called th: 
Vrittacs Or ERA, written in the Year Twcu- 
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; ACT I. ; 
Z SOENE I. 4 Garden, wich Statues, Fountains 
: and Flower-pots. Several Arbours appear in the 


SO» 


4 


fide Scenes, 
*Rosxr TA and LUCINDA ore diſcovered at Work, 
ſeated upon two Garden Chairs, 


: AIR 1. N 
Reſſetta. H ! thou Nurſe of young Deſire. 
Fairy Promiſer of Foy; 
5 Painted Vapour, glow-warm Fire, 
{ | Temp'rate Sweet, that ne er can cloy. 
Lucinda. Hope I thou Earneft of Delight, 
] - Softe/t Soather of the Mind; 
Balny Cordial, Profþed bright, 
Swreft Friend the Wratched find. 
Both, Kind Deceiver, flatter pill. 
Deal out Pleaſun es unpoſſefl ; 
With thy Dreams my Fancy fill, 
And in Wiſhes make me bleſt. 


Lucin, Beano ror Ras L 
Rah. Well, Child, what do you ſay ? 
Lucin. Tis a deviliſh Thing to live in a 
Vilage an hundred Miles from the Capital, 
with a propoſte:o's gouty Father, and a ſuper- 
awated Maiden Aunt I'm heartily fick of 
my Situation, . 
Ro. And with Reaſon------But 'tis in a 
great Meaſure your own Fault: Here is this Mr. 
Mace, a Man of Character and Family; he 
| | likes 
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likes you, you like him; you know one another 
Minds, and yet you will not feſolve to nal 

yourſelf happy with him. | - 

AIR II. In 

Whence can you inherit Ks 

Sas flaviſh a Spirit? t! 

Confin'd thus, and chain d to a Log ! V 

; ow fondled, no chid, ä al 

Permitted, forbid, th 


*Tis leading the Life of a Dog. 
For — — a ha 7 ; 
More Firmneſs diſcover ; 

Take Courage, nor here longer moap ; 
Reſiſt and be free, 

Run riot like me, 
And to perfect the Picture elope. 


Lucin. And this is your Advice ? 

Rofſ, Poſitively. 

Lucin. Here's my Hand, poſitively I'll follo 
it------ I have already ſent to my Gentlema 
who is now in the Country, to let him know! 
may come hither this Day; we will make vie « 
the Opportunity to ſettle all Preliminaries---- 
And then- ---But take Notice, whenever we et 
camp, you march off along with us, 

Naß. Oh! Madam, your Servant; I hare 
Inclination to be left behind, I aſſure you- 
but you ſay you have got acquainted with t! 
Spark, while you were with your Mother d 
ring her laſt Illneſs at Bath, ſo that your FH. 
has neyer ſeen him. | 
 'Lutin, Never in his Life, my Dear; ant 
am confident-he entertains not the leaſt cup 


i | 0 
cion 0: my having any ſuch Connection 1 * 
| \u 


never to agree in any thing. 
Ne. Ex 


am to do with this wicked old Juſtice of Peace ? 
this libidinous Father of yours, he follows me 
about the Houſe like a tame Goat. 

} Lucin, Nay, I'll aſſure you he has been a 


yourſelf. | 

Ref. Wretched me to fall into ſuch Hands, 
ho have been juſt forced to run away from my 
Parents to avoid an odious Marriage----you 
mile at that now, and I know you think me 
rhimfical, as you have often told me? but you 
nuſt excuſe my being a little over delicate in 


lis Particular. 


* AIR III. 
fl My Heart's my own, my Will is free, 
— And ſo ſhall be my Voice; N 


No mortal Man foall wed with me 
*Till firſt he's made my Choice. 
Let Parents rule, cry Nature's Laws, 
And Children flill obey ; | 
And is there then ay tg Clare 
Againſt tyrannic Sway. 
Lucin, Well, but my dear mad Girl 
1015 Lucinda, don't talk to me Was 
ur Father to go to London, meet there by Ac- 


A 2 himſelf; 
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S Aunt, indeed has her Doubts and Surmiſes ; but, 
"BY beſides that my Father will not allow any one 
eto be wiſer than himſelf, it is an eſtabliſhed 

Maxim between theſe affectionate Relations, 


cept heing abſurd ; you muſt allow 
they ſympathize, perfectly in that----But now 
we are on the Subject, I deſire to know what I 


Wag in his time->----you muſt have a care of 


dent with an old Fellow as wrong headed aa 


. 
A A . Cw — . 
———ũ—jä—ᷓ—ä— — —_—  — — — ST _ * 
Sm CAE - 8 . 
1 2 — — 

— * . — — 
— * — — 2 8 

a * os — ry — = — ha 7 2 

- — — — 8 = - 

S £ —_ * „ — = 0 - 

. — . . - 
- 22 . 


— — 
— — — 
— — 2 
* 


% — 22 — — — — — 2 
— 2 * 0 
- IS... wn - - 
-— x” \ * r 
— 25 


| 
1 
| 
j 
| 
[ 
1 
| 


6 | LOVE # a VITA. ö 
himſelf; and in a Fit of abſurd Friendſhip, agree Þ 


to nary you to that old Fellow's Son, whom 
8 had never ſeen, without conſulting your (BY 
nelinations, or allowing you a Negative, in 
Caſe he ſhould not prove agree ble. 8 

Lucin. Why, 1 ſhou'd think it a little hard, 
I confeſs yet when I ſee you in the Chat- 
acter of a Chambeimaid —— 

Rofſ. It is the only Character, my Dear, in 
which I cou'd hope to lie conceal'd; and J can 
tell you, I was reduced to the laſt Extremity, 
when, in Conſequence of our old Boarding- 
ſchool Friendſhip, I applied to you to receive me 
in this Capacity; for we expected the Parties t 
the very next Week -— = * t 

Lucin. But had not you a Meſſage ſcon y 
your intended Spouſe, to let you know he wa Wh v 
as little inclined to ſuch ill-concerted Nuptials 
as you were? 

Roſſ. More than ſo; he wrote to adviſemeW yt 
by all Means, to contrive ſome Method d 
breaking them off, for he had rather return to 
his dear Studies at Oxford; and after that, whit 


Hopes cou'd I have of being happy with him? Vie 


ucin. Then you are not at all uneaſy at the 
{ſtrange Rout you muſt have occaſioned at Las. 
I warrant, during this Month that you hav? 
been abſent---- 

Roſſ. Oh! don't mention it, my Dear; 
have had ſo many Admirers ſince I commencec 
Abigail, that I am quite charmed with my Situs 
tion----But- hold who ſtalks yonder into ths 
Yard, that the Dogs are fo glad to ſee ? 

Lucin. Daddy Hautborn, as I live! he i 


come to pay my Father a Viſit; and * n 
| | uckil 
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e liuckily, for he always forces him abroad. By 
Y | the Way. what will you do with yourſelf, while 
II ftep into the Houſe to ſee after my truſty 
n N Meſſenger 1 | 
Ko. No Matter, I'll fit down in that Ar- 
„bour and liſten to the ſinging of the Birds; you 
know I am fond of melancholy Amuſements. 
Lucin, So it ſeems indeed: Sure, Roſetta, 
none of your Admirers have made a hole in 
your Heart; you are not in love I hope? 
7 Ra. In 1 that's pleaſant; who do you 
ſuppoſe I ſhou'd be in love with pray? 
Ie Lucin. Why let me fee----What do you 
es W think of Thomas, our Gardener ? there he is at 
the other End of the Walk----He's a very pretty 
mW young Man, and the Servants ſay he's always 
» WW writing Verſes on you. 
8 of. Indeed, Lucinda, you are very filly. 
Lucin. Indeed, Reſſetta, that Bluſh makes 
ne you look very handſome. | 
q Rofſ. Bluſh! I am ſure I don't bluſh. 
to Lucin. Ha, ha, ha! 
af Ro. Plha, Lucinda, how can you be fo 
xidiculous ? 88 \, 
ne Lucin. Well, don't be angry and I have. 
done - but ſuppoſe you did like him, how cou'd 
you help yourſelf ? 


AIR IV. | 

When once Love's ſubtle 4, gains, 

A Paſſage to the Female Breaſt ; 
Like Lightning ruſhing thro' the Veins, 

Each Wiſh, and every Thought's poſſe/t. 
l To heal the Pangs our Minds endure, 
re Reafon in vam it's Skill applies; 
ii Nought 
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Nought can afford the Heart a Cure, 
But what is pleaſing to the Eyes. 


SCENE IL 


Enter Young Mt avows. 


Mead. Let me fee----On the Fifteenth 
of June at Half an Hour paſt Five in the morning 
(2m taken aut 4 Pocket Back) Lleft my Father's 
ouſe unknown to any one; having made free 
with a Coat and Jacket of our Gardener, which 
fitted me, by way of a Diſguiſe :----ſo ſays my 
Pocket Book : and Chance direQing me to this 
Village, on the aoth of the ſame Month, I pro- 
cured a Recommendation to the Worſhipful 
Jen M oodcoct, to be the Superintendant of his 
?ompions and Cabbages, becauſe I wou d let my 
{ater ſee I chooſe to run any Lengths rather 
than ſubmit to what his Ot ſtinacy wou'd have 
forced me, a Marriage againſt my Inclination, 


takes a Matering-pot]! Here 1 have been threc 

eeks, and in that time I am as much altered as 

if I had changed my Nature with my Habit. 

death. to fall in love with a Chambermaid ! 

And yet if I cou'd forget that I am the Son and 

| Heir of Sir William Meadows----But that's im- 
. poſſible. . . 


AIR V. 
Oh ! bad I been by Fatt decreed 


Some humble cottage Swain ; 
In fair Roſſetta's Sight to fe 
My Sheep upm the Plain. 


What 


with a Woman I never ſaw [ puts up the Book and 
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What Bliſs had I been born to taſte, 

Which now I ne er muſt know : 
Ye envious Pow'rs ! why have you plac'd 

My Fair-one's Lot ſo low ? 
Hah ! who was it I had a Glimpſe of as I paſt by 
that Arbour? was it not ſhe fat reading there ? 
The Trem*ling, of my Heart tells me my Eyes 
were 1 ſhe comes. 


SCENE III. 


Young MEapows, Ross ET TA. 


Rofſ. Lucinda was certainly in the right of 
it, and yet I bluſh to own my Weakneſs even to 
myſelf----Marry, hang the Fellow for not being 
a Gentleman. 

T. Mead. I am determined I won't ſpeak to- 
her, (turning to a Roſe Tree and plucking the 
Flawers.) Now or never is the time to conquer 
myſelf. Beſides I have ſome Reaſon to believe 
the Girl has no Averſion to me, and as I wiſh 
not to do her an Injury, it wou'd be cruel to fill 
her Heal with Notions of what can never hap- 


pen (hum a Tune Pſha; rot theſe Roſes, how _ 


they prick one's Fingers. | 

Rel. He takes no Notice of me, but fo 
much the better, I'll be as indifferent as he is. 
I am fure the poor Lad likes me; and if 1 
was to give him any Encouragement, I ſuppoſe 
the next thing he talked of wou'd be buying a 
Ring, and being aſked in Church----Ob, dear 
Pride, thank you tor that Thought. 

T. Mead. Hah, going without a Word! a 
Look----I can't bear that----Mrs, Roſetta, I amn 

| gathering 
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gathering a few Roſes here, if you'll pleaſe to 
take them in with you. | 
Ra. Thank you, Mr. Thomas,. but all my 
Lady's Flower Pots are full. | 
T. Mead. Will you accept of them fc 
yourſelf, then, [catching hold of her} What's the Þ 
Matter! you look as if you were angry with me. 
Refſ. Pray let go my Hand. | 
T. Mead. Nay, prithee, why is this? you Þ 
ſhan't go, I have ſomething to ſay to you. 
Rofj. Well, but IL muft go, I will go; I deſue, 
Mr. Thomas “ 
AIR VI. 
Gentle Youth, ab, tell me why,; 
Still you force me thus to fly ; 
Ceaſe, ob ! ceaſe to perſevere, 
Speak not what I muſt not hear, 
o my Heart it's Eaſe reſlore,. 


Go, and never ſee me more: 
SCENE IV. 
Young MEabdows. 


This Girl is a Riddle----That ſhe loves meT 
think there is no Room to doubt; ſhe takes 1 
thouſand Opportunities to let me lee it, and yet 
when | ſpeak to her, ſhe will hardly give me an 
Anſwer, andif I attempt the ſmalleſt Familiarity 
is gone im an Inſtant- -I feel my Paſſion ſor her 
grow every Day more and more violcnt------ 
Well, wou'd I marry her! wou'd I make 2 
Miſtreſs of her if I cou'd? two things called 
Prudence and Honour forbid either. What ar: 
] purtuing then? A Shadow. Sure my ev! 
Genius laid this Snare in my Way. Mower 
theie 


4 - * 
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Pere is one Comfort, it is in my Power to fl to fly 


om it! if ſo, why do I heſitate? I am diſtracted 
Woable to determine any thing. 


ATR VI. 


Still in Hope to get the better 
Of my flubborn Flame I try; 
1 Swear this Moment to forget her, 
7 * the next my Oath' deny. 
q * with Scorn io treat her, 
g ry Charm in Thought I brave; 
Bag £4 Freedom, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf a Slave. 


$ C E N E V. 4 Hall in Tuſlice Woop- 
| cock" 's Houfe. 


Enter HAWTHORN with a Fowling-pjece in 2 
Hand, and a Nut with Birds at his Girdle: 


| oferward Juſtice Woopcock. 
AIR VIII. 


» There was a jolly Miller once 
Liv'd on abe River Dee; 
Ne wort'd and ſung from Morn till Night, 
Neo Lark more blythe than he, 
And this the Barthen of his Song 
For ever us'd to be; 
I care for mebody, not 72 
F no one cares for me. 


ouſe here, Mouſe; what all gadding, all 
abroad! Houſe, 1 fay, hilli ho ho! 

17 Wood. Here s a Noiſe, here's a rac et! 
liam, Robert, Hodge ! why does not ſome- 


- F TT ME %. © X_,. 1... 


body anfwer? Odds my Life, I believe the 
Fcilows have loſt their Hearing : [Entering] Oh 
Maſter 


* Me. —_— - 
Q ww — 
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Maſter Hawthorn / I gueſſed it was ſome Mai. 
cap----Are you there? 

Haruth. Am I here, yes: and if you had 
been where I was three Hours ago, you wou'd 
find the good Effects of it by this Time: but you 
have got the lazy, unwholeſome London Faſhion, 
of lying a bed in a Morning, and there's Gout 
for you----Why, Sir I have not been in Bed five 
Minutes after Sun riſe theſe thirty Years, am 
generally up before it; and I never took a Doſe 
of Phyſic but once in my Life, and that was in 
Compliment to a Couſin of mine an Apothecary Þ 
that had juſt ſet up Buſineſs. ; 

J. Word. Well but, Maſter Hawthorn, let 
me tell you, you know * the Matter, 
for I fay Sleep is neeeſſary for a Man, ay, and 
I'll maintain it. 

Hawth. What when I maintain the Con- 
trary Lock you, Neighbour Woodcock, you 
are a rich, Man, a Man of Worſhip, a Juſtice of 
Peace, and all that but learn to know the Reſpect 
that is due to the ſound from the infirm; and 
allow me the a good Conſtitution 
gives me over you----Health is the greateſt of 
all Poſſeſſions, and 'tis a Maxim with me, that 
an heal Cobler is a better Man than a ſick King, 
| FJ. Mood. Well, well, you are a Sportſman. 
k  Hawth. And ſo wou'd you too, if you wou'd 
take my Advice. A Sportſman, quotha ! why 
there is nothing hke it : I wou'd not exchange 
the Satisfaction I feel when I am beating the 
Lawns and Thickets about my little Farm, for 
2 Entertainments and Pageantry in Chriſt- 
endom; 3 


>— 
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Let Gay Ones and Great 
Make the moſt of their Fate, 
From Pleaſure to Pleaſure they run : 
Well, whe cares a Jul, 
J envy them not, 
I hile I haue my Dos and my Gun. 
For Exerciſe, Air, 
To the Fields I repair, 
With Spirits unclouded and light ; 
The Bliſſes I find 
No Stings leave behind, 
But Health and Diverſion unite. 


SCENE VI. 


Juſtice Woopcock, HAwrhokx, Hope. 
Hedge. Did your Worſhip call, S'r? 
a 2 Call Sir! where have you and 
the reſt of thoſe Raſcals been? but I ſuppoſe I 
need not aſk----You mult know there is a Sta- 
tute, a Fair for hiring Servants, held upon my 
Green To-day, we have it uſually at this Sea- 
ſon of the Year, and it never fails to put all the 
Folks here about out of their Senſes. 
Hodge. Lord! your Honour look out, and 
ſee what a nice Show they make yonder, they 
had got Pipers, and Fidlers, and were' dancing 
as I com'd along, for dear Life------I never ſaw 
ſuch a mortal Throng in our Village in all my 
born Days again. 
Hawth. Why I like this now, this is as it 
ſhou'd be. 
J. Mood. No, no, 'tis a very fooliſh Piece 
of Buſineis ? good for nothing but to promote 
B Idleneſs- 


} 
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Idſeneſs and the getting of Baſtards: But T ſhall 
take Meaſures for preventing it another Year, 
and I doubt whether I am not ſufficiently autho- 
rized already. For by an Act paſſed Auno und. 
imo Caros primi, which impowers a Juſtice of 
Peace, who is Lord of the Mannor------ 

Hawth, Come, come, never mind the AQ, 
let me tell you this is a very proper, a very uſc- 
ful Mecting; I want a Servant or two myſcif, 
I muſt go fee what your Market affords; and 
you ſhall go, and the Girls, my little Lucy and 
the other young Rogue, and we'll make a Dy 
on't as well as the reft, 

7. Vood. I wiſh, Maſter Hawthorn, I cou'd 
teach you to be a little more ſedate: V/hy 
wo'nt you take Patern by me. and conſider your 
Digznity--=--- Odds Heart, I don't wonder you 
are nota rich Man, you laugh too much ever tv 
be rich. | 

Hawth. Right, Neighbour FJZoodceck ] Health, 
good Humour and Competence is my Motto: 
and if my Executors have a Mind, they are 
welcome to make it my Epitaph. 


X. 


The honeſt Heart, where Thoughts are clear 
From Fraud, Difeuiſe, and Guile ; 
Need neither Fortune's frowning Fear, 
Vor court the Harlat's Smile. 
The Greatneſs that wou'd make us grave 
[s but an empty thing; 
IV hat more tban Mirth bau d Mortals bage 
The chcarfe:l Man's a King, | 


SCENE 


a — 


— w4 


Lucin. 
Hodge, 


Luc. 


Hodge. Been, ay, I ha' been far enough, an' 
that be all; you never knew any thing fall out ſo 


A Comic OPERA. 
SCENE: VII. 


Lucinda, HobGr.. 


Hiſt, hiſt. Hedge. 


Who calls? here am I. 
Well, have you been? 


croſsly in all your born Days. 


Lucin. 


Hodge. 


Why, what's the Matter; 
Why 


Lucin. Unlucky ! 


Hedge. Well, then I went my ways to the 
King's Head in the Village, but all their Cattle 
were at Plough: and I was as far to ſeek below 
at the Turnpike: ſo at laſt, for want of a better 
| were forced to take up with Dame Quictſet's 
dlind Mare. 


Lucin. Oh, then you have been ? 


Hodge. 


Lucin, Pſha ! why did not you ſay ſo at once? 
Hodge, Ay, but I have had a main tireſome 
Jaunt on't ; for ſhe is but a ſorry Jade a 


Yes, yes, I ha' been. 


| you know, I dare not take a 
; Horſe out of is Worſhip's Stables this Morning, 
for tear it ſhou'd-be miſſed, and breed Queſtions ; 
and our old Nag at Home was ſo cruelly beat 
1th? Hoofs, that, poor Beaſt, it had not a Foot to 
ſet to Ground: ſo I was fain to go to Farmer 
Ploughſhare's, at the Grainge, to borrow the loan 
of his bald Filly: and, wou'd you think it? after 


walking all that Way,------ De'el from me, if 
the croſs grain'd Toad, did not deny me the 
Favour, | 


t beſt. 
Lucinda. 
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| Lucin, Well, well, did you ſee Mr. Euſbace, 
and what did he ſay to you----come quick------ 
have you Cer a Jetter? 
1 Yes, he gave me a Letter, if I ha'nd 
ot it, 
. Lucin. Loſt it, Man! 


Haage. Nay, nay, have a Bit of Patience, | 


adwawns, you are always in ſuch a Hurry (un. 
anaging his Pockets.) I put it ſomewhere in thi 
Waittcoat Pecket. On here it is. 
FW 1. So, give it me [reads the Letter to her- 
elf. 
4 Lord a e how my Arm achs 
with beating that plaguy Beaſt, I'll be hang' 
if I won'na' rather ha' thraſh'd Half « Day, 
than ha” ridden her. 

Lucir, Well. Hodge, you have done your 
Bufneſs very well. 

Hodge. Well, have not I now? 

Lucin. Yes, Mr. Euflace tells me in this 
Letter, that he will be in the Green Lane at the 
other End of the Village by Twelve o'Clock---- 
You know where he came before, 

Hodge. Ay, ay. 

Lucin. Well, you muſt go there, and wait 
*till he arrives; and watch your Opportunity to 
intreduce him acrols the Fields, into.the little 
Summer-Houſe, on the left Side of the Garden. 

Hedge, That's enough. 

Lucin. But take particular Care that nobody 
ſees you. 

Hodge. I warrant you. | | 

Lucin, Nor for yuur Life drop a Word of it 
to ny Mortal. | | 

Hage. Never fear me. | 
Lucin. 
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Lucin. And Hodge _— 
A ER: Xt. 


[ Hodge. Well, well, ſay no more. 
3 Sure you told me before; 
I I know the full Length of my Tether; 
5 Do you think Tm a Fool. 
That I need go to School? 
I con ſpell you and put you together. 
All ord to the Ill iſe. 
Will always ſuffice, 
Aaſniggers go talk to your Parrot; 
Fm not ſuch an Elf, 
| Th 1 ſay it myſelf, 
Y But I know a Sheep's Head from a Carrot. 
' SCENE VIII. 
LucixpA. 


How ſevere is my Caſe? here am I obliged to 
ry on a clandeſtine Correſpondence with a 
lan in ail Reſpects my Equal, becauſe the Od- 
ity of my Father's Temper is ſuch, that I dare 
ot tell bim. I have ever yet ſeen the Perſon I 
nou'd like to marry----But hold----is not the 
lame his then----when Princes are oppreſſive 
i their Government, Subjects have a kight to 
rt their Liberty------perhaps my Father has 
uality in his Eye, and hopes one Day or other 

| am his only Child, to match me with an 
ul or a Duke----vain Imagination! | 


AIR XII. 
Cupid, God f 14 Per ſuaſion, 
Pe 


cit Take the helplejs Lover's Part: 
deize, oh ſeize, ſome kind Occaſion, . 
Te reward a "pe Heart. 
2 


3 Jule 
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Fuſtly theſe we Tyrants call, | 
Ih the Body wou'd enthral ; 

Tyrants of more cruel Kind 

FH who wou'd enſlave the Mind, 
at is Grandeur? Fae to Reſt; 

Childiſh Mummery at beſt; 

Happy Tin bumble State, 

Catch, ye Fools, the glitt'ring Bait. 


"SCENE IX. 4 Field with a Sil. 


Enter HonGR, followed by MaRGERyY and in ſom, 
Time after, enter Young MEAapows. 


Hodge. What does the Wench follow me 
for? Odds Fleſh, Folk may well talk, to ſee you 
dangling after me every where, like a tantony 
Pig; find ſome better Road can't yo, and don't 
keep wherreting me with your Nonſenſe. 

Marg. Nay, pray you, Hodge, ſtay, and let 
me ſpeak to you a bit. * 

Hodge. Well; what ſayn you? 

Marg. Dear Heart, how can you be ſo bar- 
barous ? and is this the Way you ſerve me after 
all? and won't you keep your ord, Hodge? 

Hodge. Why no won't, I tell you; I have 
chang'd my Mind. 

Mag. Nay but ſurely, ſurely----Confider, 
Hedge, you are obligated in Conſcience, to make 
me an honeſt Woman. | 

Hodge. Obligated in Conſcience, how am! 
obligated ? 

Marg. Becauſe ycu are: And none but the 
baſeſt of Rogues wou'd bring a poor Girl to 
Shame,, and afterwards leave her to the wide 


World, 
Hodge. 
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Hodge. Bring yeu to Shame, don't make me 
ſpeak, Madge, don't make me ſpeak, 
arg. Yes do, ſpeak your worſt. 

Hodge, Why then, if you go to that, you 
were fain to leave your own Village down in the 
WV eſt for a Baſtard you had by the Clerk of the 
Patiſh, and I'll bring the Man ſhall ſay it to your 
Tace, 
; Marg. No, no, Hodge, tis no ſuch a Thing, 
'tis a baſe Lie of Farmer Ploughſbare s But J 
know what makes you fa.ſe hearted to me, that 
you may keep Company with young Madam's 
\y aiting-woman, and I am ſure ſhe's no fit Body 
c Wor a poor Man's Wife. 

Hodge, How ſhou'd you know what ſhe's ft 
for, ſhe's fit for as much as you, may hap, don't 
ind Fault with your Betters Madge, ¶ ſeeing 
Lung Adeadotus] Oh ! Maſter Thomas, I have a 
Word or two to ſay to you; pray did you not go 
down the Village one Day laſt Week with a 
Baſxet of ſcmewhat upon your Shoulder? 

T. Mead. Well, and what then? a 
Hodge. Nay, not much, only the Oſtler at 
the Green-man was ſaying as how there was a 
Paſſenger at their Houſe as ſee'd you go by; and 
ad he know'd you; and ax't a mort of Queſti- 
as So I thought I'd tell you- 

J. Mead. The Devil! aſk Queſtions about 
e I know nobody in this Part of the Country, 
- . 475 1 in it Come hither 

ge. ey walk of di ſcour ſing. 

ne Marg. A naſty un lait Nele, to uſe me at 
tons Rate, after being to him as I have----Well, 
cell, 1 wiſh all poor Girls wou'd take Warning 


by 


Ca 
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by my miſhap, aud never have nothing to fa” t 
none of them, 


ATR XIII. 

How happy were my Days till now 

1 275 40 —4.— 0 ; x 
J raſe with Foy to milk my Cow, 

r take my Spinning Wheel. 

My Heart was lighter than.a Fly, 
Like any Bird I ſung, PB 
Til he pretended Love, and I 1 

Believ d his fats ring Tongue. 1 
Oh the Fool, the 1 » filly Fool, l 

a 


l ho truſts what Man may be & * 

Iuiſ I was a Maid again, | 5 i 

And in my own Country. F 
SCENE X. A Green with the Proſpect of a Vil- 1 | 
lage, and the Repreſentation of a Statute or Fair, ( 
Enter Fuſtice Woopcock, HawTnorn, 1+. J 
DEeBoRan Woopcock, Lucinpa, Ros- c 
SETTA, Young MEapows, Hopce, and je- ih. / 
veral Country People, 7 


Hodge. This Way. your Worſhip, this Way: 
Why don't you ſtand aide there? here's his 
Worſhip a — 

Countryman. His Worſhip ! 

FJ. 2 Fye, fye, what a Crowd's this; 
odd, I'll put ſome of them in the Stocks [ friting 
a Fellow. ] ſtand out of the Way Sirrah. 

Hawth. For Shame, Neighbour, Well, my 


Cd * <5 
2 a 
— — 


1 V as 


Lad, are you willing to ſerve the King? 'F 
Countryman. Why can you liſt me? Serve 7 

the King, Maſter! no, no, 1 pay the King, BW 

that's enough for me, Ho, ho, ho, ho. 78 
; Hawth, 
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Flath. Well ſaid, Sturdy- boots. 

F. Mood. Nay, if you talk to them, they'll 
J er you. 

* Hawth. I wou'd have them do ſo, I like they 
Tho 1'd------ Well, Madam, is not this a fine 
Sizht? I did not know my Neighbour's Eſtate 
2 been ſo well peopled----Are all theſe his 
dyn Tenants ? 

Ars. Deb. More than are good of them, 
Mr. Hawthorn, I don't like to ſee ſuch a Parcel 
pf young Huſſeys flecring with the Fellows. 
Hawth. There's a Laſs { beckontng a Country 
irl.] come hither, my pretty Maid. What 
brings you here? [chucking her under the Chin.] 
Do you come to look ſor a r | 
C. Girl. Yes, an't pleaſe you. 

Hawth, Well, and what Place are you for ? 
C. Girl. All Work, an't pleaſe you. 

7. Mead. Ay, ay, I don't doubt it; any 
ork you'll put her to, , 
Mrs. Deb. She looks like a brazen One- 
0 Huſſey. 

Hawth. Here's another [catching a Girl tha, 
es by, ] What Health, what Bloom !---This is 
ature's Work; no Art, no Daubing. Don't 
e aſham'd, Child; thoſe Checks of thine ate 
norgh to put a whole Drawing-room out of 
ountenance, 


KAI XIV. 


Ihe Court and the City, fine Folks may extol, 
Mere Beauties all ſhining a Paradiſe male; 
ut hero me the Belles, at a Play or a Ball, 
Is equal the Laſs, at a Fair, or a Wake, 
| Behold, 
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Behold, ir: a Gerdm, the Roſes new bl;wn, 
Such Freſhneſs {miles here upon every Face; N 

While Flowwrs iu a Chimney, your Fair-ones in Tous 
Look withered, and bear the dark Hue of the Plau 


SCENE XI. 


Juſtice Wocpcock, HAWͤrHoRN, Lucinns 
| Ros8tTTaA. Nang MeEaDows, HopGt, an, 

Men and Women Servants. 

Hodge, Now your Honour, now the Spor 
will come. Ihe Gut-ſcrapers are here, an 
ſome among them are going to ſing and dance, 
Why there's not the likes cf our Statute, Mu 
in five Counties; others are but Fools to it. 

Servant- man. Come good People, make 
Ring, and ſtand out, Fellow Servants, as mai 
of you as are willing and able to bear a Bob. 
we'll let my Maſters and Miſtreſſes fre we ca 
do ſomething at lcaſt; if they won't hire us 
ſhan't be our Fault. Strike up the Servai 


Medley, 


» * - OY 3 ' l 


WH x, 


lar 


AIR XV. 
GARDENER, B 
Thoſe who in Gordens take Delight, 


Attend to wt.at I ſay, 4 
To Pleaſure you with main and might, T. 
PII labour ev'ry Day. 
All Sort of Gardener Craft I know, 
Though it be ne er ſo nice: F 


With me your Fruits and Flowers fhall grew, 
As 'twere in Paradiſe. 


HovsE-MAI1D, 
| 4 gray ye, Gendles, lift to me, 
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4 Tn young and flrong, and clean to ſee ; 
Pll nat turn Tail ta any ſhe, 
For Work that's in the County; 
Of all your Houſe the Charge I take, 
I waſh, I ſcrub, I brew, I bake, 
And more can do than here Tli ſpeak, 


Depending on your Bounty. 
HUNTSMAN: 


"8 Hunt/man I am with a merry ton'd Horn, 
Cane here in the ſearch of - Place ; 
lart away, jolly Sportſmen, Dl rauſe you each AA. 

To enjoy the Bag of the Chace my brave Boys 


 LAUNDRY-MAID. 
n If for the Laundry you defere 
05 e careful Girl to .. 
a I dare be bound, your Linen all 
To get up neat, bath great and ſmall ; 
Ian d not brag but where I might ; 
No driven Snow fhall be more white. 


FooOTMAN. 


Behild a Blade, who knows his Trade 
In Chamber, Hall, and Entry; 
And what th?” here I now appear, 
7 „ the beſt of Gentry. 
Footman wou'd you have, 
I can dreſs, and comb, and ſhave ; 
Fir I bandy Lad am, | 
On a Meſſage I can go, 
And flip 4 1 
With your humble Servant, Madam. 
CoOoKMAID, 


[89 wants 4 goed Cork, my Hand they muſt croſe, 


r 


For 
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For plain wheleſome Diſhes I'm neer at a Loſ; 4 
And _ al e your Soups, your Ragouts, and y:i' 
auce, 


Compar'd to the Fare of old England, &c. 


GROORI. 


Clear the Courſe, my Boys, clear the Courſe, a 
make Room, 

Ye Gents of the Turf, have ye Need of a Groom 

Let me ride your Match, and you'll certainly win, 

ll teach you to take the Knowing-ones in 


Daixy-Matp. 


To prove the Market ben't afraid, 

In me you'll find a Dairy-maid, 
hate er you can expect her; 

Fre often had the Place before, 

And always gave Content, and more, 
Can have a good Character. 


CarTER. 2 


If you want a young Man, with a true honeſt Heart 
knows how to manage a Plough and a Cart, 

Here's one for your Purpoſe, come take me and try; 

You'll ſay you neer met with a better nor I, 


Gee ho Dobbin, &c. 


CHORUS. I 
My Maſters and Miſtreſſes hither repair, [ 


Il hat Servants you want you will find in our Fair; 
Men and Matds fit for all Sorts of Stations ther: l /i 
Aud as fer the Wages we ſhan't diſagree. 


AC 
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rn. 


8 'ENE I. A Parlour in Juſtice Woopcock's 

| Houſe 

L ner LucivpA, follnved by EuSTACE in a Ri- 
F ding Dreſs. 


tin. WELL am not I a'bold Adventurer, to 
y bring you into my Father's Houſe at 
oon Day? though to ſay the Truth, we are 
Ver here than in the Garden; for there is not 
human Creature under the Roof beſide our- 

ves, 
ut. Then why not put our Scheme into Ex- 
Wution this Moment? 1 have a Poſt-chaiſe rea- 


| Lucin. Fie how canyou talk ſo lightly ? I pro- 
wt I am afraid to have any thing to do with 
u; your Paſhon ſeems too much founded on 
petite; and my Aunt Deborah ſays------ 
. What! by all the Rapture my Heart 
feels a 

Lucin. Oh to be ſure, promiſe and vow; it 
nds prettily, and never fails to impoſe upon 
ond Female. N 


AIR XVI. 


Ile Women like weak Indians trade; 
Il hoſe Judgment Tinſel-Jhew decoy: : 
Babes to our Folly we are made, 
pile artful Man the Gain enjays : 
. give our Treaſure to be patrd ; 


A paltry poor Return in Toys, 
C Euſt. 
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Euft, Well, I ſeeyou have a. Mind to divert 
yourſelf with me; but I wiſh I cou'd prevail on 
you to be a little ſerious. | 

Lucin. Seriouſly then, what wou'd you de- 
fire me to ſay? I have promiſed to run away 
with you; which is as great a Conceſſion, as 
= rcaſonable Lover can expect from his Mil. 
treſs. 

Et. Yes, but; you dear provoking Angel, 
you have not told me, when you will run away 
with me. 

Lucin, Why, that I. confeſs requires ſome 
Comiideration. | by 8 
Et. Yet remember, while you are Celiber- 
ating, the Seaſon, now io favourable to us, m t 
clapſe never to return. 


AIR XVII. l 

Think, my Faireſt how Delay, 0 
Danger ev'ry Moment brings ; y 
Time flies ſwift, and will away ; 
Time that's ever on it's Wings ; oh 


: Duubting, and Sudence, at bet 
Lover's late Repentance cht; 
Let us, eager to be. bleſt, „ 

: Seize Occaſion ere tis loft, 
8&CEN*E AL -. 


Lucinpa, EusTACE, Juſtice Woopcock, Mr 
DEBORAH VV o0DCOCK. 


% * 


J. Mod. Why, bee is nothing in t 
Woild in this Houſe but Catterwawling fro 
Morning til] Night, n ching bat Catterwawlin 
' Hoit tit who have we here? 

Lucin. 1. gather and my Aunt! 


EEHL. Tic Devil, what mall we do? 


1 


fr 


into the 
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Lucin. Take no Notice of them, only ob- 


$ ſerve me, [ſpeaks aloud to Euftace.] upon my 


Word, Sir, I don't know what to ſay to it, un- 
leſs the 9 was at home; he is juſt ſtepped 

illage with ſome Company, but it you 
will fit down a Moment, I dare ſwear he will 


| return, [pretends to ſee the Jaſtice.] Oh! Sir here 


is my Papa 

J. Word. Here is your Papa, Huſſey ! who 
is this you have got with you? hark you, Sir- 
rah, who are you, ye Dog? and what's your 
Buſineſs here ? | | 

Eujfl. Sir, this is a Language I'm nęt uſed 
tO. 

. Yd. Don't anſwer me vou Raſcal----- 
Jam a Juſtice of Peace, and if I hear a Word 
out of your Mouth, I'll ſend you to Jail, for all 
your Jaced Hat. | 
| Mrs, Deb. Send him to Jail, Brother, that's 
right. 

J. Word. And how do you know it's right? 
how ſhou'd you know any thiny's right? Siſter 
Deborah, you are never in the right. | 

Mrs.. Deb. Brother, this is the Man I have 
been telling you about ſo long, 

7. Weird, What Man, good Wiſeacre. 

Mrs. Deb, Why, the Man your Daughter 
has an Intrigue with, hut I hope you wil! not 
believe it now, tho' you ſee it with your 
own Eyes----Come Huſley, confeſs and don't 
let your Father make a Fool of himſelf any 


nger. .- ... | 
| — Confeſs what, Aunt? this Gentleman 
s a Muſic Maſter, he goes about the Country 


teaching Ladies to play and ſing; and has been 
recommended 
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recommended to inſtruct me; I cou'd not ty. 
him out when he came to offer his Service, an; 

did not know what Anſwer to give hin ti, 
law my Papa. Y | 

7. ood. A Muſic Maſter? 2 

Hut. Yes, Sir, that's my Profeſſion, 8 | 

Ars. Deb. It's a Lye, young Man, it';1 
Lye; Brother, he is no more a Muſick Mai © 
than] am a Mufick Maſter. ; 

J. ioo. What then you know better th: 
the Feilow himſelf, do yn and you will tt 
wiſer than all the World! | 

Ars. Deb, Brother he docs not look like: 
Mulick Maſter, - 

J. Hid, He does not look, ha, ha, |! 
was ever {ich a poor Stupe; well, and w 
does he look like then; but I ſuppoie you mean, 
he is not dreſled like a Muſick Maſter, becaulz 
of his Ruffles, and this bit of Garniſhing abou 
his Coat, which ſeems to be Copper too; wh, 
you filly wretch, theſe whipper ſnappers ſet up 
for Gentlemen now a days, and give thernſelve 
as many Airs, as if they were People of Qualuy 
- ---Hark you, Friend, I ſuppoſe you don't com: 
within the Vagrant Act, you have ſome ſoettlel 
Habitation ;----Where do you live ? 

Mrs. Deb. Ii's an eaſy Matter for him to tel 
yov a wrong Place, 

J. Wood. Siſter Deborah, don't provoke me. 

Mrs. Deb. I wiſh, Brother, you wou'd | 
me examine him a little, | 

J. Word, You ſhan't ſay a Word to hin 
you ſhan't ſay a Word to him. 

Mrs. Deb. She ſays he was recommended 
here, Brother, aſk him by whom? 


— — — N23 ft 


7. 
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J. Mood. No I won't now, becauſe you de- 


ſire it. 
| Lucin. If my Papa did aſk the Queſtion, 
WW Aunt, it wou'd be very caſfily refolved----- 


Urs. Deb. Who bid you ſpeak, Mrs. Nim- 
ble Chops, I ſuppoſe the Man has a Tongue in 
his Head to anſwer for himſelf. 

J. Hood. Will no Body ſtop that prating 
old Woman's Mouth for me? Get out of the 
Room. ä 
MAM. Deb. Well, fo I can Brother, I don't 

want to ſtay, but remember I tel! Faw, you will 
make yourſelf ridiculous in this Affair, for thro? 
our own Obſtinacy, you will have your 

. away with before your Face. 

7. Mpod. My Daughter !- who will run 

away with my Daughter! 

Mrs. Deb. That Fellow will. 

J. Hood. Go, go, you are a wicked cenſo- 

rious Woman. 

Lucin. Why, ſure, Madam, you muſt think 

me very coming indeed. 

J. Weed. Ay, ſhe judges of others by her- 

ſelf; I remember when ſhe was a Girl, her Mo- 

ee dare not truſt her the length of her Apron 

Ming, the was clambering upon every Fellow's 

Back. 

Mrs, Deb. I was not. 

J. Vood. You were. | 

me. Lein. Well, but why ſo violent, 


dk AIR xvin. 


him Believe me, dear Aunt, _ 
If you rave thus and rant, 
nded 7ou'll never a Lover perſuade ; 
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T he Men will all 7 
And leave you to die, | 

Oh, terrible Chance ! an old Maid---- 
How happy the Laſs, 
Muſi ſhe come to this Paſs, 

I ho ancient Vi e ſeapes : 
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Twere better on Earth | 
Have five Brats at a Birth, 1 
Than in Hell be a Leader of Apes. | ( 


Hrs. Deb. You are an impudent Slut. 
SCENE III. 
Juſtice Woopcock, Lucinda, EusrAck. Wn 


J. Wood. Well done, Lucy, ſend her about 
her Bufinefs, a troubleſome fooliſh Creature; \ 
does ſhe think I want to be directed by her ;---- 
Come hither, my Lad, you look tolerably honeſt. @ 

Euſft, I hope, Sir, I ſhall never give you 
Cauſe to alter your Opinion. 

J. Vood. No, no, I am not eaſily deceived, 
Lam generally pretty right in my Conjectures; 
----You muſt know, I had once a little Notion MW = 
of Muſic myſelf, and learned upon the Ficdle ; Mc, 
I.cou'd play the Trumpet Minuet and Buttered Wy 
Peaſe, and two or three Tunes, I remember Hyot 
when I was in London, about thirty Years ago, MW ; 
there was a Song, a great Favourite at our Club MW | 
at Nando's Coffee Houſe; Fack Pickle uſed to Nene 
fing it for us; a droll Fiſh ! but ' tis an old thing. Ie 
I dare ſwear you have heard it often, cley 


AIR XIX. 
When I followed a Laſs that was froward and /by, 


Oh! I fuck to her Stuff, till I made her comply; 
Oh! I took her ſo lovingly round the Waiſt, 7 
1 
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f And I ſmack d her Lips, and I held her fa: 
| hen hugg d and haul' d 

| She ſqueal'd and og j 

Nut though ſhe vow'd all I did was in vain, 

* Yet I pleaſed her fo well, that ſhe bore it again e 
Then hoity 72 

4 Whiſhing friſking, 

| Green ph 6. . . the Graſs -- 

| Oh! ſuch were the Joys of our dancing Days. 


Euſt. Very well, Sir, upon my Word. 
J. Word. No, no, I forget all thoſe 2 5 
Il, 


- 


&- 


now, but I cou'd do little at them once ;--We 
ſtay and eat your Dinner, and we'll talk about 
your teaching the Girl:--Luq, take your 

5 WH Maſter to your Spinnet, and ſhew him what. 

you can do----I muſt go and give ſome Orders; 


"ben. hoity toity, &c. 
SCENE IV. 
Lucinda, EUSTACE.. 


n Lucin. My ſweet, pretty Papa, your moſt 
3 Wobedient humble Servant, ha, ha, ha! was ever 
d o whimſical an Accident! well, Sir; what do 
r you think of this ? 

Euft. Think of it! I am in a Maze. 

Lucin, O your Aukwardneſs ! I was fright 
ened out of my Wits, leſt you ſhou'd not take 
the Hint! and if I had not turned Matters fo 
cleverly, we ſhou'd have been utterly undone. 
Euſt. Sdeath! why wou'd you bring me into 
he Houſe, we cou'd expect nothing elſe : Be- 
des, ſince they did ſurprize us, it wou'd have 
den better to have diſcoyered the Truth. 
nd Lucin. 


Both, The Sun ſhall ceaſe to ſpread its Light, 5 
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Lucin. Ves, and never. have ſeen one :n 
other afterwards, I know my Father better 
thin you do; he has taken it into his head, 
have no Inclination for a Huſband, and let me 
tell you, that is our beſt Security; for if once he 
has ſaid a. Thing, he will not be eaſily perſuade; 
to the Contrary. | g 
Euft. And pray, what am I to do now. 1 
Lucin. Why, as I think all Danger is pretty 
well over, ſince he has invited you to Dinner g 0 
4 


with him, ſtay, only be cautious of your Behavi- x 
our; and in the mean Time, I will conſider what 1 
is next to be done. | ws 


© Euft. Had not I better go to your Father ? p 
* Lacin, Do, ſo, while I endeavour to recover 15 
myſelf a little out of the Flurry this Affoir has F. 
put me in. : 
Euft. Well, but what Sort of Parting is this, 
without ſo much as your Servant, or' good by to 
you; No Ceremony at all? can you afford me 


no. Token to keep up my Spirits till I ſee you 


again. | 
Lucin. Ah, Childiſh ! 
Fil. My Angel? 
AIR XIX. 


Euſt, Let Rakes and Libertines refign'd,. 
To ſenſual Pleaſures range: 
Here all the Ses s Charms 7 find, 
And ne er can cool or change. 
Lucin. Let vain Coguets and Prudes conceal, 
What moſt their Hearts deſire ; 
With Pride my Paſſion I reveal, 
Oh ! may it ne er expire. 


4 


A Comrc OPERA. 33 


The Stars their Or bits leave, 
And fair Creation fink in Night, 
pen I my Dear decerve. 


SCENE: V. Changes to the Garden. 


Enter RoSSETTA muſing. 


Ref If ever poor Creature was in a pitiable 
$ Condition, ſurely I am: The Devil take this 
Fellow, I cannot get him out of my Head, and 
yet I wou'd fain perſuade myſelf I don't care for 
bim: Well, but ſurely I am not in Love, let me 
examine my heart a little: I ſaw him kiſſing one 

of the Maids the other Day; I cou'd have boxed 
his Ears for it, and have done nothing but find 
Fault and quarrel with the Girl ever ſince. 
Why was I uneaſy at his toying with an other 
Woman! what was it to me? Then I dream 
of him almoſt every Night- but that may pro- 
ceed from. his being generally uppermoſt in my 
Thoughts all Day; -Oh ! worſe, and worſe--- 
Well, he is certainly a pretty Lad, he has ſome- 
ming uncommon about him,. conſidering his 
Rank: and now let me only put the Caſe, if he 
was not a Servant, wou'd I, or wou'd I not, pre- 
ter him toall the Men I ever ſaw? Why to be 
ſure, if he was not a Servant------ In ſhort. III 
alk myſelf no more Queſtions, for, the farther I 


1 the leſs Reaſon I ſhall have to be ſatiſ- 
ed. 


AIR XX. 
How Bleſs'd the Maid, whoſe Brſom 
No bead-flrong Paſſion knows 3 


Her Days in Joys ſhe paſſes, 
Her Nights in calm Kepoſe. 
| Where 
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II here ere her Fancy leads her, F c 
No Pain no Fear invades her, * 
But Pleaſure, p 
Without Meaſure, . 'F 

From ev'ry Object flows. . 


SCENE VI. 


Young MRA DO WS and Ross TTA. 


Y. Meadows. Do you come into the Gardu, 
Mrs. Raſſetta, to put my Lillies and Roſes ou 
of Countenance; or to fave me the Trouble d 
watering my Flowers, by reviving them!? the 
Sun ſeems to have hid himſeif a little, to git 
you an Opport unity of ſupplying his Place. 

Roſſ.. Where cou'd he get that now! Ie 
never read it in the Academy of Compliments. 

T. Mead, Come don't affect to treat me wit 
Contempt, I can ſuffer any thing berter that 
that: In ſhort Tlove you; there is no more t 
be ſaid ; Iam angry with myſelf for it, and {tri 
all I can againſt it; but in ſpite of myſelt I oi 


you, 8 
AIR XXI. 
In vain I ery Art eſſay, 
To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away, 
T hat wrankles in my Heart ; R 
Deep in the Centre fix d and bound, Y 
Ay * but enlarge the Wound, of o 
An cer mae the Smart. * 
Rofſ. Realy, Mr. Thomas, this is very imp * 
per Faußaske⸗ it is what I don't underſtand; . 
can't ſuffer it, and, in ſhort, I don't like i. % 


Y. Mead. Perhaps you don't like me, 
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Re. Well, perhaps I don't. 
. Mead. Nay. but 'tis not ſo: Come, con- 
ss you love me. * 

7 Roſ. Confeſs! indeed T ſhall confeſs no ſuch. 
5 hing; beſides, to what Purpoſe ſhou'd I con- 

ſs it! 

7 Y. Mead, Why, as you ſay, I don't know 
to what Purpoſe, only it wou'd be a Satisfaction 
tc me to hear you ſay ſo; that's all. 
Noel. Why if I did love eue I can aſſure 
Fou, you wou'd never be the better for it------ 
"WV omen are apt enough to be weak, we cannot 
ways anſwer for our Inclinations, but it is in 
dur Power not to give way to them; and if I 
vas ſo filly; I fay, if I was ſo indiſcreet, which 
hope I am not, as to entertain an improper 
Regard, when People's Circumſtances are quite 
nfvitable, and there are Obſtacles in the Way 
hat cannot be ſurmounted---- 

T. Mead. Oh! to be ſure, Mrs. Roſetta, to 
de ſure, you are angry in the Right of it 
—— know very well, you and I can never 
ome together. * 

Reſſ. Well then, ſince that is the Caſe, as I 
aſſure you it is, I think we had better behave 
accordingly. | 
Y. Mead. Suppoſe we make a Bargain then 
never to ſpeak io one another any more ? 

Rol. With all my Heart. 

T. Mead. Nor look at, nor, if poſſible, think 
of one another. . | 

Roſſ. I am very willing. 

Y Mead. and as ong as we ſlay in the 
Houſe together, after this Day, 1zcver to take 
any Notice, 


2 
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Roſſ, It is the beſt Way. F 

Y: Mead. Why, I believe it is------Wel,, 
Mrs. Raſſetta. 2 pe 


AIR XXII. 


Roſl. Be gone agree, 
From this Moment we're free, 
Already the Matter ve ſworn ; 
V. Mead. Yet let me complain 
Of the Fates, that ordain 
ATryal fo hard to be born, 
Rofl, When things are but fit, 
We ſhuu' d calmly ſubmit 
No Cure in Reluctance we find; 
V. Mead. Then thus [ obey, | | 
Tear your Image away, 2 150 
And baniſh you quite from my Mind. 


Roſſ. Well, now I think I am ſomewhat 
eaſier; I am gladT have come to this Explanati- 
on with him, becauſe it puts an End to things at 
once. 

Y. Mead. Hold, Mrs. ze eke. pray ſtay a 
Moment the Airs this Girl gives herſelf are 
intolerable; I find now the Cauſe of her Behavi- 
our, ſhe erer the Meanneſs of my Condition, 


thinking a Gardener below the Notice of a La- 


dy's Waiting- woman: *Sdeath! I have a good 


Mind to diſcover myſelf to her 
Roſſ. He ſeems in a brown Study, poor 
Wretch, I believe he is heartily mortified, but! 
muſt not pity him. | 
T. Mead. It ſhall be ſo, I will diſcover my- 
\ ſelf to her, and leave the Houle JdiceAly------ 
Mrs. Roſetta. ' flarting back. (----Pox on it, 
yonder's the Jultice come into the S 
b VIP 
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[ Ref. Oh Lord, he will walk round this 
Way, pray go about your Buſineſs, I wou'd not 
For the World he ſhou'd ſee us together. 
. Mead. The Devil take him, he's gone 
gcroſs the Parterre, and can't hobble here this 
Half Hour, I muſt and will have a little Conver- 
ation with you. | 
Roſj. Some other time. | 
Y. Mead. This Evening in the Green Houſ: 
at the lower End of the Canal, I have ſome- 
thing to communicate to you of Importance. 
Will you meet me there ? 
Ff. Meet you! 
Y. Mead, Ay, I have a Secret to tell you, 
ind I ſwear from that Moment, there ſhall be 
End of every thing betwixt us. 
Rofſ. Well, well, pray leave me now. 
7 Fr 1 come en. 
0 on't know, perhaps I may. 
I. Mead. Nay but promiſe. F 
Reif. What ſignifies promiſing, I may break 
my Promiſe------but 1 tell you I will, | 
Y- Mead. Enough--------Yet before I leave 
you, let me deſire you to believe I love you more 
than ever Man loved Woman, and that when T 
relinquiſh you, I give up all that can make my 
Life twpportable. | 
| AIR XXIII. 
O how ſhall I in Language weak, 
W - Loi 2 5p / 
form my falt ring Tongue to ſpeak, 
Th, cruel Word, | th. 17 5 


Farewell----but know tho thus we part, 
Ay Thoughts can _ ray: 


Go 


— — - ., oa. — — 


| 
| 
| 
1 
q 
| 
| 
| 


den fo often, Reſſetta? 
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Go where Iwill, conſlant Heart, 
Auſt with my Charmer ſlay. 


SCENE VIL 


RossEtTA, Fuftice Woopcock. 

Roſſ, What can this be that he wants to tell 
me, I have a ſtrange Curioſity to hear it me- 
thinks=>-- well---- 

F. Wied. Hem; hem; hem; Roſſetta / 

Roſſ. So, I thought the Devil wou'd throw 
him in my Way. Now for a Courtſhip of a 
different Kind; but I'll give him a Surfeit - 
did you cail me, Sir? | 
7 Mood. Ay, where are you running fo 


Roſſ. I was only going into the Houſe, Sir. 

Mod. Well but come here ! come here, 
I ſay, [hoeking about] how do you do, Roſſetta? 

Re. Thank you, Sir, pretty well. 

Nod. Why you look as freſh and bloomy 
to Day------ Adad, you little Slut, I believe you 
are painted. 

Roſſ. Oh! 97 are pleaſed to compliment. 
J. Food. Adad I believe you are let me 
try ---= 
N Lord, Sir! | 
J. Fed. What brings you into this Gar- 
hope you don't get 
eating green Fruit and Traſh; or have. you a 
Hankering after ſome Lover in Dowlas, who 
tpoils my I'rees by engraving True-lovers Knots 
cn them, with your Horn and Buck-handled 
Knives? I ſee your Name written upon the 
Cieling of the Servants Hall, with the Smoke of 
4 Cancle; and I fulpet---- 
Ro 


Ref 
am of another gueſ Mind, I aſſure you; for ! 
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Not me, I hope. Sit- No, Sir, I 


have heard ſay Men are fo falſe and fickle. 


J. Mead. Av, that's your flaunting idle young 
Fellows; fo they are; and they are ſo damn'd 
impudent, I wonder a Woman will have any 


© thing to ſay to them; beſides all that they want, 


is ſomething to brag of, and tell again. 
Refſ. Why, I own, Sir, if ever J make a Slip, 


it hou'd be with an elderly Gentleman----about 


* r 


ſeventy or ſeventy-five Years of Age. 


J. Mod. No, Child, that's out of Reaſon, 


tho' I have known many a Man turned ct 


Tareeſcore with a hale Conltitution---- 

Roſſ. Then, Sir, he ſhou'd be troubled with 
the Gout, have a. good ſtrong, ſubſtantial winter 
Cough----and I ſhou'd not like him the worſe--- 
it he had a ſmall Touch of the Rheumatiſm. 

J. 7/ood. Pho, pho, Raſſetta. this is jeſting. 

Rall. No, Sir, every Body has their Taſte, 
and 1 have mine. 

J. Nod. Well, but Naſſetta, have you 
thought of what I was ſaying to you}. 

Rofſ. What was it, Cir? 


J. Hood. Ah! you know, you know, well 


enough, Huſſy. 

2E. Dear Sir, conſider my Soul, wou'd 
you have me endanger my Soul ? 

J. Wood. No, no,--------Repent. 

Ra. Beſides, Sir, conſider what has a poor 
dervant to depend on but her Character? And I 
have heard you Gentlemen will talk one thing 
belore and another after. 


J. Neid. 


— — ee ja 


© his Worſhip playing a Game at Romps !-- 
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J. Weed, I tell you again, theſe are the idle, 
flaſhy young Dogs; but when you have to 4 
with a ſtaid ſober 1 
15, And a Magittrate ! Sir. 

. Word, Ri 155 it is quite a different chin 
— Well, ſhall we Roſſetta, ſhall we? 

Raf, Really, Sir, Idon't know what to fi FT 

tO It, 10 


do 
I c 
be 


ati. 


5 yo, 
tr 


AIR XXIV. 


Young J am, and fore afraid, 
Mou d you hurt a 5 4 5 Maid? 
Lead an Innocent aſtray 

Tempt me net, kind Sir, I pray. 
Men too often we believe, 
And ſbou'd you my Faith deceive 
Ruin firſt, and then forſake, 
Sure my tender Heart wou'd break, 


J. Word. Why you fuly Girl, I won't de 
you any harm. 
Nel. Won't you, 7 
Jo W: 90d. No: |. 
R.. But won't you, indeed, Sir ? 
JL. Fad. Why I tell you I won't. 
Roſſ. Ha, ha, la. 


J. Wand, Huy, bulls 
Rofſ. Ha, ha !----Your Servant, Sir, you 5 
Servant. - bo / 


* Mood Why you impudent, audacious---* 
SCENE VIII. | 


Juſtice Woopcock, HawTHoRnN. 
Hawth. So, fo, Juſtice at Odds wich Gravit) ; 


Your Servant, Sir. 


7 
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J. Word. Hah: Friend Hawthorn / 

Hawth., I hope I don't ſpoil Sport, Neigh- 

2 bour : I thought I had a Glimpſe of a Petticoat as 
] came here. 

J. Mood. Oh! the Maid. Ay, ſhe has 
been gathering a Sallad.----But come hither 
Malter Hawthorn, and I'il ſhew you ſome Alter- 
ations I intend to make in my Garden; how dv 
you like my Haha, have not I brought the Coun- 
try finely in? 
| Hawth, Pho, pho, I am no Judge of it; 

beſides, I want to talk to you a little more aoout 
this— Tell me, Sir Juſtice, were you helping 
your Maid to gather a Sallad here, or conſulting 
ber Tafle in your Improvemeuts, eh? Ha, ha, 
ba !----Let me ſee; all among the Roſes! Egad 
[\ike your Notion : but you look a little Blank 
upon it. you are aſhamed of the Buſineſs then, 
are you. 


AIR XXV. 


Ds! Neighbour, ne'er buſh for a Trifle like this ! 
hat Harm with a Fair -one to toy and to kiſs © 

he greateſt and graveſt---- A Truce with Grimace-- 
You'd do the ſame I hing, were they in the ſame Place. 
Age, no Profeſſion, no Station is {ow 3 
'C 2 Beauty, Mankind vous the Knee : 
That Power, reſaſtleſs, na Strength can oppoſe : 
Ve all lave a — 2 under the e 


FJ. IWacd. I profeſs, Maſter Hawthorn, this 
6 all Indian, all Cherokee Language to me; I 
01't underſtand a Word of it. 


you read this Letter, and try whether you can 
© + Ti u and 


Hutha. No, may be not! Well, Sir, will 


— 
-— -— wa». — : . CS — 
— s . 
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underſtand that; it is juſt brought by a Servant, 
who ſtays for en Anſwer. 4 
J. Wind. A Letter, and to me [rating th 
Letter] Yes, it is.to me! and yet I am ſure i 
comes from no Correſpondent. Where are ny 
Spectacles? not but I can fee very well without 
them, Maſter Hawthorn ; but this ſeems to t: 
a ſort of a crabbed Hand [reads the Letter.] 


S I X, 


I am afhamed of giving you this Trouble, part); 
but I am informed there is an unthinking Boy, a Sn 
mine, now diſguiſed, and in your Service, in ti: 
city of a Gardener : Tom is à little wild, bi t 
an honeſt Lad, and no Fool either, tho I am 
Father that ſay it. Tom,----oh, this is Thomas 
our Gardener; I always thought that he was: {or 
better Man's Child than he appeared to be, 
though I never mentioned it. : 
awth, Well, well, Sir, pray let's hear the 
reſt of the Letter. 
J. Wood. Stay, where is 2 [ an 
come in my Runaway, and write this at a 
1 — 7 oo ſwallowing a Meri 
of Diner becauſe, not baving the Pleafure of yiu 
Acquaintanee, I did not care 10 intrude, with 
giving you Notice. [whoever this Perſon is, be 
underſtands good Manners. ] 7 beg Leave to wal 
on you, Sir; but deſire you toox'dFe. p my Arrival 
Sec et, particularly from the young Man. 
WILLIAM Mzapows 
VII aſlure you a very well worded civil Lette' 
Do you know any thing of the Perſon who 
writes it, Neighbour ? 
3 Haruib. 
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5 Hawth. Let me confider---- Meudt By 
Dad I believe it is Sir William Meadows, Ot Nor- 
thamptonſhire 5 and, now I remember, Theard, 
ſome Time ago, that the Heir of that Family had 
Sabſconded on Account of a Marriage that was 
Idiſagreeabſe to him. It is a good many Years 
ſince I have ſeen Sir William, but we were once 
well acquainted; and, if you pleaſe, Sir, I will 
go and conduct bim up to the Houſe, 
J. Hood. Do fo, Maſter Haruthorn. do ſe 
. gut, pray what fort of a Man is Sir Milli- 
am Meadows, is he a wiſe Man ? 
* Hawth, There is no Occaſien for a Man 
that has five thouſand Pounds a Year to be a 
Conjurer 3 but I ſuppoſe you aſk that Queſtion 
{becauſe of this Story about his Son; taking it for 
granted, that wiſe Parents make wiſe Chiidren ? 
Mod. No Doubt of it, Maſter Ha 
Ino Doubt of it.----I warrant we ſhall find, now, 
chat this young Raſcal has fallen in Love with 
ſome Minx, againſt his Father's Conſent. 
Why, Sir, if 1 had as many Children as King. 
Prim had, that we read of at School in the 
| 1 8 of Troy, not one of them wòu'd ſerve 
me to, | 
Hub. Well, well, Neighbour, perhaps 
Wot; but we ſhou'd remember when we were 
young ourfelves; and I was as likely to play an 
od Don ſuch a Trick in my Day as &er a Spark 
in the Hundred; nay, between you and me, I 
4 done it once. had the Wench been as willing 
as 1. | 
8 AIR XXVII. 
| My Dolly was the faireſt thing, 
Her Breath diſcles'd the Sweets of Spring; PO 
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And if for Summer you teu d ſeet, 
*T was painted in her Eye, her Cheek. 
Her fwelling Boſom, tempting ripe, 
Of fruitful Autumn was the Type : 
ut when my tender Tale I told, 
L found ber Heart was winter cold. 


J. Mood. Ah, you were always a Scape 
ce, Rattle-cap. - 
Hawth. Odds Heart, Neighbour dud, Wh | 
don't tell me, young Fellows will be young {id 
Fellows, though we preach till we're houl {hi 


again; and fo there's an End on't. I 
SCENE IX. Changes ET Woopcock' = 
| Hall. ud 

Enter Lucinpa, fellawed by Hopox. | of 


Hodge. Mercy on us----I wiſh 1 may E f 
hanged if I had not like to have dropped dom in 
with the Fright, when I ſaw the Gentleman ny | 
the Parlour with my Maſter : I thought all th: BW, x; 
Fat was in the Fire, and Iſhou'd have loſt jy, 
Place, that's for certain. WW 

Lucin. Well, but Hodge, Things have fall Z. 
out more luckily ; and my Papa is very wel 
reconciled to the Gentleman, but does not ful- 
pet who he is; ſo take Care you don't blab it. ain. 

Hodge. Blab it, did I ever ?- 

Luein. I don't accuſe you----And, as I Fate 

often put Confidence in tr before, I am now 
going to give you a freſh Inftance of my Depen· Y H 
nce on your Fidelity----I have juſt come tos Ya 
Reſoli tion to leave the Houſe, with Mr. ZW. 
lace, this . 5 
Hodge. hat! and his Worſhip know ro- 
thing of the Matter ? | | 


Lum} 
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Lucin. Not a Syllable; nor wou'd I have 
Him, till we are out of his Reach, which we Hall 
de by To-morrow Morning, for the World. 
Hodge. Why then you are going to run a- 
wa Mis 
* Lucin, I dare ſwear I ſhall return ſoon again 
Hodge, -- When my Farher finds that we are 
. Wnarried, and what's done cannot be undone, 
ou know-=---- 
Hodge. Nay, Ecod, you'll be of the ſure 
ide of the Hedge then? but have you any 
ling for me 8 5 

* Lycin, That you ſhall be told, if you come 
ao my Chamber after Dinner; Mr. Eu/tace 
ill be there —-And, in the mean time, as a 
Reward for the Services you have done us al- 
eady, there's ſomewhat. oc Money. 

odge. Five Guineas May hap you 
ink it's for the Value of this, now---- Why 
'd go through Fire and Water for you by Day 
r by Night, without ever a Peuny—— But if his 
4x) ſhou'd come to know that I have 


n:dCele or made-----= 
Lin. Depend upon it, Hodge. I will inſure 
| ou from all Damages But where ſhall I 


nd Roſetta, to tell her of this ?----Well, I am 

bing to do a ſtrange bold thing, but I hope we 

AIR XXVII. 

V Hymen propitious, receive in thy Train, 

BY Pair unſeduc'd by the ſelfiſh and vain ; 

un neither Ambition, nor Hot er gſt, draws, 

put Love, cordial Subjects, fubmits to thy Laws : 

fur Souls for the Sweets of thy Union prepare, 
And 
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Manners to knock at the Door firſt---- Wha 


And grant us thy Bliſſes unblended with Care: 
Let mutual Compliance endear all o'r Days, 


And Friendſhip grow ſtronger as Paſſion decays. 
SCENE X. 


Hop, MARGERY. 


Hodge. So, Miſtieſs, who let you in? 

Alarg. Why, I let myſelf in. 

Hodge. Indeed! Marry come up! why thn 
pray let yourſelf out again. Times are come to 
a pretty paſs; I think you might have had the 


as 


2 


1 ˙7 


does the Wench ſtand for? 
Ma- g. I want to know if his Worſhip's 2 


* 


Home. ; 95 
Hodge. Well, what's your Buſineſs wit 
his Worſhip ? * 


Marg. Perhaps you will hear that------ Loot 
ye, Hodge, it does not ſignify talking, 1 an 
come, once for all, to know what you intend 
do; for I won't be made a Fool of any longer, 

Hodge. You won't! 

Marg. No, that's what I won't, by the bel 
Man that ever woie a Head; I am the Make 
game of the whole Village upon your Accoua!; 
and I'll try Whether your Maſter gives you 19 
leration in your Doings. | | 

Hodge. You will? | 

Marg. Ves, that's what I will, his Worſhi 
ſhail be acquainted wiz all your Pranks, 4 
ſee how'you wil. like to bꝭ ſent for a Soldier. 

Hodge. There's the Dovr, take a Friend 
Advice, and go abodt your Buns, 

Marg. My Buſineis is with, tis Corſhip, 

Hodge. Look you, Maage, it yuz uke 40 
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your Orations here, never ſtir if I don't ſet 
e Dogs at you :----Will you be gone? | 
Marg. I won't. 1.8 | 

Hodge. Here, Towzer, [whifling.] whu, + 
* hu, whu. 


AIR XXVIII. 


Was ever Fellow ſo plagu'd with a Vixen? 
Zane! M adg oj don't provoke me, but mind 

| what I ſay ; ; | 

pu've choſe a wrong Perſon for playing your Tricks 


on, . 
So pack ur All and be trudgin : 
* 0rd Better be quiet, 8 

F And not breed a Riot; | 

Wd muſt I fland prating with you here all Day? 
Tue 775 f ware nb 3 ; 4 

| um nk me an Aſs; 

6 But * n ou'll find : 4 

A fine Piece of Work by the Maſs ! 


Ross8tTTA, Hope, MaxckRv. 
Reſ Sure I heard the Voice of D'ſcord 


de, as I live, an Admirer of mine, and, if I 
ſtake not, a Rival------ I'll have ſome Sport 
th them----how now, fellow Servant, what's 
Matter ? 

Hodge. Nothing, Mrs, Roſetta, only this 
ig Woman wants to ſpeak with his Wor- 
p---- Haage, follow me. 

Marg. No, Hodge, this is your fine Madam ! 
t 1 am as good Fleſh and Blood as ſhe, and 
e as Clean a Skin too, tho'f I mayn't go 


Say; 


an 


was not a kinder Soul breathing than he was til 
of late; I had never acroſs Wo from him til 
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gay; and now ſhe's here [I'll tell her a Piece of Bl 
my Mind. | : 
Hodge. Hold your Tongue, will you. 
Marg. No, IM ſpeak if I die for it. 
Ref. What is the Matter, I fay. 
Hodge. Why nothing; I tell 
Madge- 
Marg. Ves, but it is ſomething, it's all x 
long of ſhe, and ſhe may be aſhamed of herlelf 
Na. Bleſs me, Child! do yay direct cu 
Diſcourſe to me. | 
Marg. Yes, I do, and to nobody elſe; ther 


you; 


SEF 


he kept you Company; but all the Girls abou 
ſay, there's no ſuch thing as keeping a Sweet 
* ou. 9 I Het 
J Do ye r this, Friend Hodge 
Hodge. Why, you don't mind ſhe, I hope 
but if that vexes her, I do like yoy, I do; n 
Mind runs upon nothing elſe? and if fo be 
905 was agreeable to it, I weu'd marry you! 
light, before T e-marrow. 
Mars. Oh you baſe Rogue, you decei 
Fellow, you are d, you know you g 
and you deſerve to have your Eyes tore out. 
Hodge. Let me come at her, I'll tex 
you to call Names, and abuſe Folk. 
Marg. Do, ſtrike me; you a Man? 
Ke. Hold, hold,----we ſhall have a Ba 
here preſently, and I may chance to get my 
tore 8 exaſperate a jealous Won 
tis taking a mad Bull by the Horns zoo ob 
me to manage her. 
Hodge. You manage her! Pl] kick her. ; 


* 
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Na No, nb, it will be more for my Credit 
to get the better of her by fair Mean ;----I War- 
rant I'll bring her to Reaſon. ä 
Hodge. Well, do ſo then ;----But may I de- 
pend upon you ; 3 when ſhall I ſpeak t ts Par- 


ſon ? 

Ro. We T talk of _ SO: Wen 
Hod Maage, 

Eo. The Brut ity of "this Fellow ſhocks ' 
mel -O Man, Man, -- -you are all alike. 
A Bumpkin 2 bred at the Barn Door! had 
he been brought up in a Court, cou'd he have 

deen more faſhionably vicious? ſhew me the 

Lord, Squire, Colonel, or Captain of them all, 

ut can dut⸗ 0 him. 

. 
$9 e, Pride io take, 

Triumph der the Fair; 

k Since Clow ut as well can 2 the Rate 3 
| a thoſe in ou 0 

1 ene — Fate, | | 

8 5 4 

5 2 „ in . = 

Poor Woman finds a Fae ! 

8 C. 5 N E- XII. 
RossETTA, MAxCERV. 
am ready.to burſt; e ſta in 

the Place 15 855 . 4 4 7 

Roſſe ild, come hither. 

18955 ſp peak to me, don't you, a; 

2 Bf, e. Wen, but I have ſomething to ſay to 

nence, and that will be ſor your” | 

0 Toppe TECTED 


Marg. 
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Marg: Ay, or he ſhou'd never have prevail'd 
upon me, * . 


Nef. Well, now you ſee the i) Conſequence” 


of truſting to ſuch Promiſſes : When once a 
Man hath cheated a Woman of her Virtue, ſhe 
has no longer Hold of him; he deſpiſes her for 
wanting that which he hath robb'd her of ; and 
like a lawleſs Conqueror, triumphs in the Ruin 
he hath occaſioned. ' | 
\Marg: --------Nan! TY 
RA. However, I hope the Experience you 
have” got, though ſomewhat dearly purchaſed, 
will be of uſe to you for the Futute; and as to 
any Deſigns I have upon the Heart of your Lo- 
ver, you may make yourſelf caſy, for I aſſure 
you, I ſhall beno 1 ſo go your 
ways and be a good Girl. ns 
arg. Yes,----I don't very well underſtand 
her Talk, bet I ſuppoſe that's as much as to ſay 
ſhe'll keeꝑ him herſelf; well let her, who cates, 
I don't fear getting better nor he is any Day in 
the Year, for the Matter of that; and I have a 
Thought come into my Head that may be will 
be more to my Advantage 
| % v4 


1. 1 Dr 
AIR. XXX. 0 


* 


Since Hocge preves ungrat 1. no 8 Pl ob 
But ge up to Town muthe Wa ' on . / 


A Service in London, is no ſuch. Di race, 

And Regifter's Office wilt get me a lace; 

Bet. Bloſſom went there, and ſoon met with a Friend, 

Folks ſay in her Silks} i as lenBerg an End ; 

' Thenaby bon d nf the fame Maxim pur ſus? 

And better my Fortune t other Girh do. * 
SCENE 


* 


n 1 


„ n eee 
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SCENE XIII. 
Enter RosSETTA, and LUCINDA. 

Roi, Ha! ha! ha! Oh admirable, moſt 
delectably ridiculovs; And ſo your Father is 
content he ſhou'd be a Muſic Maſter, and will 
have him ſuch, in ſpite of all your Aunt can tay 
to the contrary ? 

Lucin, My Father and he, Child, are the 
beſt Companicns you ever ſaw: they have been 
ſinging together the moſt hideous Duets! Beb- 
bing Joan, and Old Sir Simon the King: Heaven 
knows where Euſlace cou d pick them up; but 
he has gone through Half the Contents of Pills. 
to purge Melancholy with him. | 

of: And have you iciolv'd to take Wing 
To-night? | 

Lucan, This. very Night, my Dear; my 
Swain will go from hence this Evening, but no 
farther than the Inn, where he has left his Hor- 
ſes; and at Twelve preciſely, he will be with a 
Poſt-Chaiſe at the little Gate that opens from 
tie Lawn into the Road, where I have promiſed 
to meet him, | wy 

% Then depend upon it; I'll bear you 
Company. 8 5 
Lun We ſha'l eafily flip out when the Fa- 
wy is aſleep, and I have prepared Hodge al- 
ready, * 7 
NJ. Nay for that Matter, you need not 
have a more expert Pilot than myſelf upon ſuch 
an Expedition, but hark you-------- 

SCENE XIV. 
RosstTTaA, Lucinda, HawTHorn. 

Hawth, Lucy, where are you. | 


Lucin. 


\ 
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Lucin, Your Pleaſure, Sir. 

Pe Mr, Hawthorn, your Servant. 

awth, What! my little Water Wagtail, 
the very Couple I wiſhed to meet, come hither 
both of you. | 

Rofſ. Now, Sir, what wou'd you ſay to 
both of us. E | | | 

Hawth, Why let me look at you a little---. Þ 
have you got on your beſt Gowns, and your 
beſt Faces! If not go and trick yourſelves out 
directly, for L'Il tell you a Secret----there will 
be a young Batchelor in the Houſe within theſe 
three Hours, that may fall to the Share of one of 
vou, if you look ſharp,------but whether Miſtreſ; 
or Maid-------- | 

Roſſ. Ay marry, this is ſomething, but how 
do you know whether either Miſtreſs or Maid 
will think him worth Acceptance. 
Hawth. Follow me, follow me, I warrant 

ou, 
? Lucin, I can aſſure you Mr. Hawthorn, I am 
very difficult to pleaſe. 
256. And ſo am I, Sir. 
Hawth. Indeed | i 
| r IR XXXI. 
Woll, come, let us hear what the Swain muſt poſſe 

Il ho may hope at your Feet to implore with Succeſs * 
Lucin. F He mu/t be firſt of all, 
Rofl. Straight, comely and tall; 
Lucin. Neither Awkward, 
Roſſ. Nor fookſþ ; 
Lucin. Nor apiſh,. 


Roſſ. Nor muliſb e | | 
7 4 Nor yet ſbeu d his Fortune bg ſnall. 
| L "WY 


tarot ont”. 


a d — a 4 P 
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Hawth. hat think'/t of a Captain? 

Lucia. All Bluſter and Waunas ! 

Hawth. I hat thin#ft of a Squire? 

Roſſ. To be 37 for his Hounds. | 
[Ve Yeuth that is form'd to my Alina, 

” Lucin. Mut be gentle, cbliging and kind; 

£ Of all things in Nature love me, 

Roſſ. Have Senſe bath to ſpeak and to ſie, 

Yet ſometimes be ſilent and blind. 


* Hawth. * * Fore George à m rare matrimmial 
| Receipt. | 
ERoſſ. Obſerve it, ye Fair, in the Chtice of a 
Hate. 
Lucin. 3 tis Medlocꝭ deter mines your 
ate. 


— 


ACT 11. 
SCENE I. A Parlour in Juflice Woopeoct's 


cuſe, 
nter Six WILLIAM MA DO NS, foiled by 
HAW T HORN. 
bir ill. ELL, this is excellent, this is 
mighty good, this is mighty 
nerry, faith, ha, ha, ha; was ever the like heard 
df; that my Boy Tom ſhou'd run away from me. 
or tear of being forced to marry a Girl he never 
aw; that ſhe ſh:u'd ſcamper from her Fats: 
or fear of being forced to marry him; and tity 
hey ſhou'd run into one another's Arms tis 
day in Diſguiſe; by mere Accident; againſt thc: 
onſents, and without knowing it, as a Bode 
may ſay; may I never do an ill Tu:n, Maſte, 
E 2 Hautlor, 
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Hawthorn, if it is not one of the oddeſt Adven- 
tures partly------== _- - 5 

Hawth. Why, Sir William, it is a Romance, 
a Novel, a pleaſanter Hiſtory, by Half, than the 
Loves of Doraſlus and Faunia, we ſhall have 
Ballads made of it within theſe two Months, 
ſetting forth how a* young Squire became: 
Serving-man of low -Degree; and it will be 
ſtuck up with Margaret's Ghoſt, and the Spa 
niſh Lady, ag inſt the Walls of every Cottage in 
the Country. 
Sir Will. But what pleaſes me beſt of all, 
Maſter Hawthorn, is the ingenuity of the Girl, 
May I never do an ill Turn, when I was calle 
out of the Room, and the Servant ſaid ſhe 
wanted to ſpeak tome! ifI knew what to make 
on't: But when the little Gipſey took me aſide, 
and told me her Name, and how Matters ſtood, 
I was quite aſtoniſhed, as a Body may ſay ; and 
cou'd not believe it partly: till her young Friend 
that ſhe is with here, aſſured me of the Truth 
on't. Indeed, at laſt I began to recollect her 
Face, though I have not ſet Eyes on her before, 
fince ſhe was the Height of a full grown Grey- 
hound. | | 

Hawth. Well, Sir William, your Son as yet 
knows nothing of what has happened, nor 
your being come hither ; and if you'll follow my 
Council, we'll have fome Sport with him------- 
He and his Miſtreſs were to meet in the Garden 
this Evening by Appointment, ſhe's gone to dieß 
nerlelf in all her Airs; will you let me direct 
your Proceedings in this Aﬀair ! | 

Sir Will, With all my Heart, Maſter Hau- 
_ 2kern, with all my Heart, do what you will with 

3 & 4 nie, 
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you pleaſe for me; I am ſoover- 
| 2 d and ſo happy- And may I never do an ill 


urn, but I am very glad to ſee you too, ay, 
and partly as much pleaſed at that as any thing 
elſe, for we have beeh merry together before 


| now, when we were ſome Years younger: 
Well, and how has the World gone with you, 
| Maſter Hawthorn, ſince we fa 


one another laſt. 
Hawth. Why, pretty well, Sir William, 1 


| haveno Reaſon to complain ; every one has a 


Mixture of four with his Sweets; but in the 

Main J believe I have done in a Degree as toler- 

ably as my Neighbours, | 
| AIR XXXII. 


Tho orld by * well furniſh'd Table, 
ere s are promiſc oufly [et 
IV: all fare as well —_ "14 : 
And (cr amble for what we can get. 
My Simile holds to a Tittle, © 
Sonne gorge, While fone ſfearce have 6 Taſte ; 
But if Pm content with à little, | 
Enough is as goed as a Feaſt, 


SCENE. II. 


Sir WILLIAM MEADpows, HawTRoRN, Ros- 
SETTA. | 


Roff. © Sir William, I beg Pardon for detaining 
you, but I have had ſo mvch Difficulty in adjuſt- 
ing my borrowed Plumes------=  _ 

Sir Will. May I never do an ill Turn but 
they fit you to a T, and you look very well, ſo 
you do; Cockbones. how your Father will 
chuckle when he comes to hear this----Her Fa- 
mer, Maſter Hawthorn, is as worthy a Man as 

| | ves 


| 


| 
| 


*Sentiments, and I aſſure you, Sir William, in wy 
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lives by Bread, and has been almoſt out of his 
Senſes for the Loſs of her--------But tell me, 
Huſſy, has not this been all a Scheme, a Piece 
of Conjuration between you and my Sen; faith 
I'm Half perſuaded it has, it looks ſo like Hocus 


Pocus, as a Body mo ſay. R 
my g 


Re. pon onour, Sir William, what 
has happened has been the mere Effect of Chance; 
I came hither. unknown to your Son, and he un- 
known to me: I never in the leaſt ſuſpected 
that Thomas the Gardener was other than bis 
Appearance ſpoke him, and leaſt of all, that he 
was the Perſon with whom I had ſo cloſe a Con- 
nection. Mr. Hawthorn can teſtify the Aſto- 
niſhment I was in when he firſt informed me of 
it: But I thought it was my Duty to come to 
an immediate Explanation with you, _ 

Sir Will. Is not ſhe a neat Wench, Maſter 
Hawthorn? May I never do an ill Turn but ſhe 
is But you little plaugy Devil, how came 


this love Affair between you. 
Ne. I have told you the whole Truth. very 


ingenuouſly, Sir; fince your Son and I have 
been Fellow Servants, as I may call it, in this 
Houſe, I have had more than Reaſon to ſuſpect 
he had taken a Liking to me; and I will own 
with equal Frankneſs, had I not looked upon F 
him as a Perſcn ſo much below me, I ſhou'd K 
have had no ObjeQtion to receiving his Court- - 


D 


ſhip. 
Howth. Well faid, by the Lord Harry, all I © 
above Board, fair and open. Þ 
Reoſſ. Perhaps I may be cenſured by ſome for f 
this candid Declaration; but I love to ſpeak my © 


O WI 
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en Opinion, I ſhou'd prefer a Gardener, with 
Sour Son's good Qualities, to a Knight of the 
hire without them. 
ATR XXXIII. 

* *Tis not Wealth, it is not Birth, 
Can Value to the _ +" ; 
VUinds poſſeſs ſuperior Wort 
22 ce nor gives, nor takes atuay. 
Like the Sun true Merit ſhews, 

By Nature warm, by Nature bright ; 
With inbred Flames, he nobly glows, 

Nor needs the Aid of borrow'd Light. 


| Hawth, Well, but, Sir, we loſe Time 
not this about the Hour you appcinted to 
Meet in the Garden? 
| Ref. Pretty near it. | 
Hawth, Oons then, what do you ftay for ; 
ome, my old Friend, come along, and by the 
Vay we will conſult how to manage your inter- 
ew, 
Sir Vill. Ay, but I muſt ſpeak a Word or 
o to the Man about the Horſes firſt, 


SCENE III. 
RossETTA, HoDGE. 


Raſ. Well,----What's the Buſineſs ? 
| wa, Madam----Mercy on us, I crave 
ardon 0 

Ro. Why, Hodge, don't you know me ? 
Hodge. Mrs, Roſſetta, | | | 
Ref. Ay. | bd 
Hodge, er you, Ecod, I don't know 
ſhether I do or not: never ſtir, if I did not 
unk it was ſome Lady belonging to the ſtrange 

Gentlefolks ; 
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Gentlefolks; why you ben't dizen'd this wy, 
to 7 to the Statute. Dance preſently, be yu! 

off. Have Patience and you'll ſee Hut 
there any thing amiſs, that you came in f 
abruptly. | 

Hodge. Amiſfs ! why there's Ruination, : 

Ro. How, where! 

Hodge. Why with Miſs Lucinda : Her Aut 
has catch'd ſhe and the Gentleman above Staii, 
and over-heard all their love Diſcourſe, 

Ro. Youdon't ſay ſo. 

Hodge. Ecod, I had like to have pop'! i 
among them this Inftant, but by good Luck, 
heard Mrs. Deborab's Voice, and run down + 
gain, as taſt as ever my Legs cou'd carry me. 

Rofſ, Is your Maſter in the Houſe ? 

Hodge. What, his Worſhip? no, no, bei 
1 the Fields to talk with the Reapcrs ant 

E£opDie. F | . 

R, Poor Lucinda, I'wiſh I cou'd go up h 
her, but I am ſo engaged with my own Affain- 

Hodge. Mrs. ettda. 

R. Well. 

Hodge. Odds Bobs, I muſt have one Smad 
of your ſweet Lips. 

N50 Oh ſtand off, you know I never al 
_ Liberties. NE . 

Hodge. Nay, but why ſo coy, there's Re- 
ſon in roaſting of Eggs; Vo not deny 0 
ſuch a thing. 

Re. That's kind, ha, ha, ha !--- -but whit 
will become of Lucinda? Sir William waits | 
me, I muſt be gone----Friendſhip, a Moment 
by your Leave, yet as cur Sufferings have w 

| mutu, 
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Aal, ſo halt bur Joys; Lalready looſe the 
Trance of all i and Anxieties. 
AIR XXX V. 
Die Traveller benighted, - 
And led through weary H 
de Lan e Dax nei hygpted, © . 
With Foy the Dawn ſarueys. 
De rifing Proſpedts. viewing, 


iy 


Each 1 fn ans. , ; 
He ſmiles, bis Courſe purſuing,, _ 


ar thinks of is paſt. 
SCENE IV. +40 | 
box, Ars. ' DEBORAH Woopcock, . 
e is Fug v1 53 
Hodge. Hiſt, tay! don't I hear a Noiſe? 
ucin. [ > Well, but dear, dear Aunt. 


Mrs. Deb. [Within.)] You need not ſpeak to 
for it does not ſignify. - | . 


d 111 get out of the Way, - -Murrain take 
this Door is bolted now,----So ſo. . 
Mrs. Deb. Get along, get along; [driving 
Lucinda-befare ber.) You. are a Scandal to 


d you out, for I have ſuſpected you a great 
by ©. though your Father! diy Man, will 
ve you ſuch a poor Innocent. 5 

Lucin. What ſhall I do! A 

Mrs, Deb. 1 was determined te diſcover 
bat; you, and your pretended Muſic Maſter 


* re about; 4A lay in wait on purpoſe: 1 be- 
us, e he thought:to. eſcape me, by ſlipping into 


e Cloſet when I knocked at the Door; but I 
A was 


odge. Adwaw they: are coming here y 
0 1 ns, they ng 5 


Name of Hoedcock ! but I was reſolved to 


— 


hip — 9 
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f for now have him unde 
Lock and Key e Fates, there be 
ſhall — re. er comes in: I vil 
convince him Error, whether he will « 
not. 

Lucin Yourwrtbeſs:eruet,) 1 am-ſure 
won't; I thought BAS tad you my! Friend 
telling you the Pratt © 

Mrs. Det. Telling me the Truth, quotha! 
did I not overhear/yourStheme of running aug 
To- night, through che Nartitiom; did I not find 
the very Bundles packed up in the Room wit 
you ready for going off No, | 
found out the Truth b 25 27 my own Sagacity, tho 
your Father ſays Fool; but now we'll 

And you, * 

cal, my Brother ſhall know what an þ 
Seovant he has get. 

Hodge: Madam . 

Ars. Deb. You were: to have been aiding 


6 


and aflifting:thenvin their Eſcape, and have bee! 4 
the Go. between it. ſeems; the'Loter- Carrier! WY Y 
Hodge. Whoocme, Madam | 0 
Aar. TR SS — Y Sierabs? Q 15 
Log you le 4 before C) 
2 Ds. G0, ge, you we 2 Villain, he f 
your Tongue. | $ 
Lucin. I own, Aunty Llliavebven « very faule . 


in this Aftairz I dont pretend to excuſe myſel 
bur we are all ſubjoct so: Frailtes, conſider th 
and judge of me by yourſelf, who were one 
young, — W n INSE " am. 


A 


= 
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If ever a fond Inclination, 

Roſe in your Boſom, to rob you'sf Reſt, 
Reflect with a little Can, | 

On the ſoft Pangs, which prevail din my Breaſt. 
i Oh where, where wou'd you fly me, 
| Can you deny me, thus torn and diſtre/! ; 

Think when my Lover was by me, 

| Mou d I, hnw cad I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
Kneeling before you, let me implore you ; 

Look on me ſigbing, crying, dying; 
Ah! is there no Language can move? 

If I have been tos complying ? 
Hard was the Confliet *twixt Duty and Love. 


Mrs. Deb, This is mighty pretty romantic 
Stuff; but you learn it out of your Play-Books, 
and Novels, Girl's, in my Uime, had other Em- 
ployments, we work'd at our Needles and kept 
ourſelves frem idle Thoughts: Before I waz 
your Age, I had finiſh'd with my own Fingers, 
a compleat Set of Chairs and a Fire-Screen in 
Ten Stitch, four Counterpanes ia on 10 
Quilting; and the Creed and the Ten Com- 
mandments in the Hair of our Family; it was 
framed and glazed, and hung over the Parlour 
Chimney Piece, and your (and Father was 
proucer of it, than of c'er a Picture in his 
Houſe. I never looked into a Book, but when 
I faid my Prayers, except it was the compleat 
Houſwife, or the great Family Receipt Book; 
whereas you are always at your Studies: Ah J 
never knew a Woman come to go.d, that was 
fond of Reading. | 

Lucin, Well, pray, PR, let me prevail 

; 0 
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on you to give me the Key to let Mr. Eule 
out, and 1 promiſe, I never will proceed a Steg 
farther in this Buſineſs without your Advice and 
Approbation. 

Ars. Deb. Have not I told you already my 
Reſolution? Where are my Clogs and my Bon- 
et? I'll go out to my Brother in the Fields, 
i'm a Fool you know, Child, now let's fee what 
the Wits will think of themlielves,--------Don' 
hold me-------- | 

Luein. I am not going ;--------I have thought 
of a Way to be even with you, ſo you may do as 
vou pleaſe, 


SCENE V. 


Hop. 
Waäell, I thought it wou'd come to this, I'll te 
Hot if I did'nt ;----So, here's a fine Jobb------ 


But what can they do to me; they can't fend 
me to a Jail for carrying a Letter, ſeeing there 
was no I reaſon in it; and how was J obligated 
to know my Mailer did not allow of their Meet- 
jungs The worſt they can do, is to turn me 
oll, and I am ſure the Place is no ſuch great 
Purchaſe;------Indecd I ſhall be ſorry to leave 
Mrs. Reſſitta, ſceing as how Matters are fo ncar 
being brought to an End betwixt us; but ſhe 
and I may keep Company all as one; and I find; 
Madge has been ſpeaking with Gaffar Br:ad- 
<kheels, tne Waygener, about her Carriage up 
to London; ſo that I have got rid of the, an | 
am ſure I have Re. fon to be main glad of it, ior 
the led me a weariiome Life ;j--=-----But thats 
the Way cf them all. 


AIR 
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ATR XXXVI. 
A Plague of thoſe Wenches, they male ſuch a Pilher, 


Ihen once they have let n a Man have his II 7; 
They're always a whining for ſrmething or other, 
And cry he's unkind in bis Carriaze : 
I hat tho f be ſpeaks them ne er jo fairy 
Still they keep tearing leaging vn. 
You cannot perſuade eim, 
ill Promiſe you've made cn¹; 
And after they've got it, 
They tell yu add ret it! 
Their Charadter's blaſted, their ruin'd. undone ;, 
And then to be ſure, Sir, 
There is but one Cure, Sir, 


And all the Diſcourſe is of Marric ze. 
SCENE VI. Changes to a Green-heuſe: 


Enter Young MEavows, 


T. Mead. I am glad I had the Precaution 
to bring this Suit of Cloaths in my Bundle, 
though I hardly know myfelf in them again, 
they appear fo ſtrange, and feel fo unwieldy. 
However, my Gardener's Jacket goes on no 
more----I wonder this Gül does not come 
[loking at his Watch; ] perhaps ſhe won't come 
—— Why, then Vil go into the Village, take 
a Poſt-Chaile, and depart without any farther 
Ceremony. | | 


ATR XXXVII 


How much ſuperior Beauty awes, 
The coldeſt Boſoms find : 

But with reſi/tleſs Force it draws, 
To Senſe and Sweetneſs join d. : 

The 


— 
— Lan 8 
_ _— 


On 


— 


Rp tn = ee ce Pe es 


— — 


8 


64 LOVE mM a VILLAGE 


le Caſtet, where ts cutward ſhew, 
The Workman's Art is ſeen, 

Is doubly valu'd when we know 
It holds a Gem within. 


Hark! ſhe comes. 
err VI. 


Enter Sir WILLIAM MEA DO WS, end Bay. 
THORN. 


T. Mead. . Confuſion! my Father! What 
can this mean ? 

Sir Vill. Tom, are nt you a ſad Boy, Ten, 
to bring me a hundred and forty Miles here ?---- 
tay I never do an Ill Turn, but you deſerve 0 
have 3 our Head broke? and I have a good mind 
partly, What Sirrah, don't you think it 
Werth your while to ſpeak to me? | 

Y. Mead. Forgive me, Sir, I own I haze 
been in a Fault, 

Sir Mill. In a Fault! to run away from me 


| becauſe I was going to do you good, May! 


never do an ill Turn, Maſter Hawthorn, if I cid 
not pick out as fine a Girl forhim, partly, as any 
in Angland; and the Raſcal ran away from me, 
and came here and turn'd Gardener.------ And 
pray what did you propoſe to yourſelf, 77%: 
2 know you were always fond of Botany, as the) 
call it; did vou intend to keep the Trade a 
and advertiſe Fruit-trees and Flowering-fhrubs 
to be had at Meadows's Nu rſery. 

Hawth.. No, Sir William, I apprehend the 


young Gentleman deſigned to lay by the Pro- 


tion; for he has quitted the Habit already. 


. Mead I um ſo aftoniſhel to ſee vou my 
. | Ir, 
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Sir, that I don't know what to ſay; but, I aſ- 
| ſure you, if you had not come, I ſhou'd have 
returned home to you directly. Pray, Sir, how 
did you find me out? | 
Si Vill. Ne Matter, Tom, no Matter lit 
was partly by Accident, as a Body may ſay; 
but what does that ſignify— tell me, Boy, how 
ſtands your Stomach towards Matrimony ? do 
you think you cou'd digeſt a, Wife now: | 

Y. Mead. Pray, Sir, don't mention it; I 

ſhall always behave myſelf as a dutiful Son 

| ought; I will never marry without your Con- 

ſent, and I hope you won't force me to do'it 
WW 2gcainſt my own, | 

Sir Will. Is not this mighty provoking, 
Mafter Hawthorn. Why, Sirrah, did you ever 
ſee the Lady I deſign'd for you? 

Y. Mead. Sir, I don't doubt the Lady's 
Merit; but at preſent, I am not diſpoſed----. -- 

Hawth.. Nay but young Gentleman, fair and 
ſoftly, you ſhou'd pay ſome Reſpe ct to your 
Father in this Matter. þ- > Eg 

Sir Will. Reſpect, Maſter Hawthorn! my 
I never do an ill Turn, but he ſhall marry E r, 
or I'll diſinherit him; there's once for all. Loox 
1. Tom, not to make any more Words of the 

atter, I have brought the Lady here with me, 
and l'Il fee you contracted before we part, or 
you ſhall delve and plant Cucumbers as long as. 
you live. 
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vou may fret, and, dance about, trot at the fte 
of fifteen Miles an Hour if you plcaſe; but ma; 
I never do an ill Turn, bit I am reſolved. 


SCENE VIII. 


Sir William MEeapows, HawTHonry 
_ Young MEapows, RossETTA. 
Hawth. Here is the Lady, Sir William. 
vir Will. Come in Madam, but turn ycu 
Face from him he wou'd not marry you be. 
cauſe he had not ſeen you; but I'! * him 
know my Choice ſhall be his, and he fil 
conſent to marry you before he ſees you, or not 
an Acre of Eſtate-- --Pray, Sir, walk this Wa. 
Y. Mead. - Sir, I cannot help thinking your 
Conduct a little extraordinary; but, fince you 
urge me ſo cloſely, I muſt tell you my Aﬀections 
are engaged.---=  _ 

Sir Will. How, Tom! how! 

Y. Mead. I was determined, Sir, to hare 
got the better of my Inehnation, and never 
have done a thing which I knew wou'd be di- 
agreeable" to you. a 4, | 
Sir Will, And pray, Sir, who are your 
Affections engaged to? let me know that. 

Y. Mead. To a Perſon, Sir, whoſe Rank 
and Fortune may be no Recommendations to 
her; but whoſe Charms and Accompliſhments 
entitle her to a Monarch. I am ſorry, Sir, its 
impoſhble for me to comply with your Com- 
mands, and I hope you'll not be offended if! 
quit your Preſence. 

Sir Will. Not I, not in the leaſt ; go about 
your Bulineſs,, _ 

Y. Mead, Sir, I obey. 

| Hau il. 
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Harth. Now is your time Madam. 
AIR XXXVIII. 


| Roſl, Ihen we fee a Lover languiſh, | 

| And his Truth and Honour prove, 

Ah! how ſweet to heal his Anguiſh, 
And repay him Love for Love. 


Sir Mill. Well, Tom, will you go away 
from me now) | 

Hawwth. Perhaps, Sir William, your Son 
does not like the Lady: and, if ſo, pray do not 
put a Force upon his 1 
N Mead. You need not have taken this Me- 
tod, Sir, to let me ſee you were acquainted 
with my Folly, whatever my Inclinations are--- 

Sir Mill. Well, but Tom, ſuppoſe I give my 
Conſent to your marrying this young Woman ? 

J. Mead. Your Gonfznt, Sir! 

Ro. Come, Sir Milliam, we have carried 
the Jeſt far enough; I ſee you Son is in a Kind 
of Embarraſiment, and I don't wonder at it ; but 
this Letter which I received from him a few 
Days before I left my Father's Houſe, will, I 
apprehend, "expound the Riddle----He cannot 
de ſurprized that I ran away from a Gentleman 

ho expreſſed ſo much diſlike to me; and what 
has happened ſince Chance brought us together 
n Maſquerade, there is no Occaſion for me to 
nform him of, Ry 

T. Mead. What is all this? pray don't make 
3 Jeſt of me. | | 
Kr Mill. May I never do an ill Turn, Tom, 
tis not Truth; this is my Friend's Daughter. 

L Mead. Sir | 
RAI. Even ſo; 'tis very true, indeed. In 
ſhore 


) 


t 
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ſhort you have not been a more whimſical Gen- 
tleman than I have a Gentlewoman ! but yy 
ſee we were deſigned for one another, tis plain 
T. Mead. I <a not, Madam, what [ «. 
ther hear or ſee, a thouſand Things are crowd. 
ing in my Imagination; while, like one juf 
wakened from a 3 I doubt which is Reality 
which Deluſion. * 
Sir Will, Well then, Tom, come into the 
Air a bit, and recover yourſelt. 
Y. Mead. Nay, dear Sir, have a little Pati. 
ence ; do you give her to me? 
Sir Hill. Give her to you! ay, that I dh, 
and my Bleſſing into the Bargain. 
T. Mead. Then, Sir, I am the happieſt Ma 
in the World. I enquire no farther ; here I fi 
the utmoſt Limits of my Hopes and Happinels, 
AIR XXXIX. 
Y. Mead. All I wiſh in her obtaining, 
Fortune can no-more impart ; 
Rofl. Let my Eyes, my Thoughts explaining, 
Speak the Feelings of my Heart. 
Y. Mead. Fa and Pleaſure never ceaſing, 
Roſſ. ove with Length of Years encreaſing, 
Together. Thus my Heart and Hand ſurrender, 
| Here my Faith and Truth 1 plight ; 
Conſtant ſtill, and kind and tender, 
May our Flames burn ever bright. 
Hawth. Give you Joy, Sir; and your fait 
Lady.---- And under Favour, I'll ſalute you tco, 
if there's no fear of Jealouſy. 
Y. Mead. But, may I believe this ?------ Pii- 
thee tell me, my dear Roſſetta. 
Rofſ. Step into the Houſe, and ['ll tell you 
every thing. I muſt intreat the good Offices of 
[ 


vl 
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ir IVilliam, and Mr. Hawthorn, immediately; 
Wor I am in the utmoſt Uneaſineſs about my 


poor Friend, Lucinda. 

Hewth. Why, what's the Matter, 

Ne. I don't know, but I have Reaſon to 
rar; I left her juſt now in very diſagreeable 
ircumſtances; however, I hope, if there is any 
Miſchief fallen out between her Father and her 


Sir Fi. What. is there a Lover in the Caſe, 
ay I never do an i!l Turn, but I am glad, fo] 
am; for we'll make a double Wedding, and by 
ay of celebrating it, take a Trip to London, 

ts hcw the Brides ſome of the Pleaſures of the 
Jon. And Maſter Hawthorn, you ſhall be of 
he * Children, go before us. 

' Howth, Thank you, Sir Lilien, N Fine 


young Folks mar: ied; but as to London, I beg to 
e excuſed, 


AIR XL. 


If ever I'm catebd in theſe Regions of Smoak, 

That Seat of Confuſin and Noiſe, 
ay I ner know the Sweets of a Slumber unbroke, 

Nor the Pleaſures the Country enjoys. 

Way, more, let them take me, to puniſh my Sin, 

f Vhere, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece; | 
Clay me ip with their Monſters, cry Maſters walk in 

4 ew me for twa Pence a Piece. b 


he Bouſe with you, and to Church, to fee the 


SCENE 
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SCENE IX. Changes ii Juſtice Woopcyck) 
Hall. 


Enter Juſtice Woopcock, Mrs. Dera ay 
Woopcock, LuciN DA, EvusTacre, Hong: 


Mrs. Deb. Why, Brother, do you thi: | 
can hear, or ſee, or make uſe of my Senf | We 
tell you I left that Fellow lock'd up in her Ca! 
ſet; and while I have been with you, they hae WIC), 


broke open the Door, and got him out again. / 
J. Nod. Well, you hear what they (a, no 
Mrs. Deb I care not what they ſay ; it's Wi 
74 encou age them in their Impudence. „ 
ark'e, Huſſey, will you face me down that | hoy 
did not lock the Fellow up? zal 


Lucin. Really, Aunt, I don't know wh 
you mean, when you talk intelligibly, I'Il anſwer 
you. 

Euft. Seriouſly, Madam, this is carrying the . 
Jeſt a little tco far. 

Mrs. Deb. What then, I did not catch you 
together in her Chamber. nor over hcar you 
Deſizn of going off to Night, nor find the Bus 

dles pack'd up- 
e Ha, ha; ba! 

Lucin. Why, Aunt, you rave. | 

Mrs. Deb. Brother, as I am a Chriſtan 
Woman, ſhe confefſed the whole Affair to me 
from firſt to laſt. And in this very Place was 
down upon her Marrow Bones, for Half an Hou 


together, to beg I wou'd conceal it from you. 


Hodge. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! 

Mrs. Deb. Wat, Sirrah, wou'd you brazen 
me too, take that. [Boxes him] 

Hodge, I wiſh you wou'd keep your Hang 
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o yourſelt; you ſtrike me, becauſe you have 
cen telling his Worſhip Stories. 
J. Mood. Why, Silter, you are tipſey | 
| Mrs. Deb. I tipſey, Brother !-----I----that 
ever touch a Drop of any thing ſtrong from 
Year's end to Year's end; but now and then a 
Dale Anniſced Water, when I have got the 
-holick. 
Lucin, Well, Aunt, you have been complain- 
nz of the Stomach-ach all Day, and may have 
aken too powerful a Doſe of your Cordial. 
7. Wand. Come, come, I ſee well enough 
ow it is, this is a Lie of her own Invention, to 
ak: herſelf appear wiſe : But you Simpleton, 
d not you know I muſt find you out? 


SCENE X. 


ater Sir WILLIAM MeEAbows, HawTHoRN, 
RossETTA, Young MEapows. 

Y. Mead. Bleſs me, Sir! look who is von- 

or, 

Sir Mill. Cockſbones, Fack, honeſt Jack, 

re you there? 

Euſt. Plague on't, this Rencounter is un- 

cy------vir William, your Servant. 

dir Mill. Your Servant again, and again, 

eartily your Servant; may I never do an ill 

urn, but I am glad to meet you. 

J. Mood. Pray, Sir William, are you ac- 

uunted with this Perſon. 

dir Hl. What, with Jack Enflace? why 

my Kinſman; his Mother and I are Couſin- 

mans cnce removed, and Fack's a very wor- 

young Fellow; may I never do an ill Turn 


icli you a Word of lie. 
J. IWaed, 
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« Word. Well, but, Sir William, let ne 
tell you, you know nothing of the Matter; thi. 
Man is a Muſic Maſter; a Thrummer of Wire, 
and a Scraper of Cat-gut, and teaches ny 
Daughter to ling; | 

Sir Will. hat, Tack Euſtace a Muſic Mai. 
ter! no, no, I know him better. 

Euſft. S'death, why ſhou'd I attempt to carry | 
on this abfur@ Farce any longer? What that i | 


Gentleman tells you is very true, Sir; I am 10 
Mufic Maſter indeed. x 
. Hood. You are not, you own it then, 
uſt, Nay, more, Sir, I am, as this La; 
has cc me, [| pointing to Mrs. Deb al. 
your Daughter's Lover; whom with her ow 
Conſent, | did intend to have carried oft thi 
Night; but now that Sir William Meads is 
here, to tell you who, and what Iam; I throy 
myſelf upon your Generoſity, from which | 
pect greater Advantage, than I cou'd reap fron 
any Impoſition on your unſuſpicious Nature. 
Mrs. Deb. Well, Brother, what have you 
ſay for yourſelf now? you have made a preciou 
Day's Work of it! had my Advice been taken: 
Oh I am aſhamed of you, but you are a w@ 
Man, and it can't be help'd ; however, J 


ſhou'd let wiſer Heads direct you. 

Lucin. Dear Papa, pardon me. ; 
Sir Will. Ay, do, Sir, forgive her; m Di 
Couſin {7 will make her a gocd Huſband, 19”: 
anſwer for it. | *, 


Rofſ. Stand oat of the Way, and let mc (yea 
two or three Words to his Worthip ;- Coe 


my dear Sir, though you refuſe all the Wo 4 


am ſure you can deny me nothing: Love , \ 
yell ay 
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venial Fault------Y ou know what [mean 

| Be reconciled to your Daughter, 1 conjure you, 
by the Memory ot our pait Aﬀections- -- Wat, 
not a Word | 


) | AIR XII. 

Go, ranobty Man, I can't abide you ; 
Are then your Votus fo ſoon forgot ? 

Ab! naw I ſee if I had try'd yau; 

IV hat wou'd have been my hopeful Lot. 
But here I charge y5u----matke them happy ; 

Bleſs the fond Pair, and erawa their Blifs * 
Come, be a dear gaod-naiur'd Pappy 

And PU reward you with a Kiſs. 

N Mrs. Deb, Come, tura out of the Houſe; 
an be thankful my Brother does not hang you, 

por he cou'd do it, he's a Juſtice of Peace j----- - 

turn out of the Houſe, I fay---- 

| F. Mood. Who gave you Authority to turn 

him out of the Houſe----he thall ſtay where he 

18, 

Mrs. Deb. He ſhan't marry my Niece. 

J. Iod. Shan't he? but I'll ſhew you the 
Ditterence now, I ſay he ſhall marry her, and 
What will you do about it, 

Mrs. Deb. And you will give him your 
Eſtate too, will you? 

J. Mood. Tes I will. 

Mrs, Deb. Why I'm ſure he's a Vagabond. 

J. Mood. I like him the better, I wou'd 
haye him a Vagabond. 

Mrs. Deb. Brother, Brother! 

Hawth, Come, come, Madam, all's very 
well; and I ſee my Neighbour is what I always 
tought him, a Man of Senſe and Prudence, 


G 


Sir Hal. 
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Si . May I never do an ill Turn, b. 
ſay fo too; 

J. Med. Hore, young Fellow, t 
Daughter; and blefs you both tog the 
hark you, no Money till I die! obfciye t 
. Ing ieing me your Dayph! 
beilovs üpen me -mo.e than the whole! 
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tis Lat sour equited, hts Duty he 574 
| Hrs Danzers are 70% and his He: 55 16 at] 
Lucin ere: arch contending 19 Mare 71 4 | il 
Unduzzled Id look on their Splendor and Pr: 
R. 7 4 Hou d their Crewns and their Pal u 
| Contented to live in a Cittage with thee. 
Beth. CO Karth if there's aught of ſub/lantic Dark 
'Tis ſure when, like us, a fond Coulon, 
Ii hun bleſs'd in each ather their Str A aft 
o er, 
Aud 13 are heighten'd by Pains | 
before. 
R, Dear Lucinda, if Words cou'd con! 
the 'I raniports of my Heart upon this Qccallit 


Lucin, Words are the Tools of Hypnose 
the Pictenders to Friendſhip; only let us rc 
to. preierve our Eſteem for each other. 


1. Mcad. Dear Tack, [ little thought us 
ſhou'd ever mect in ſuch odd Circumitance: 
but here has been the ſtrangeſt Buſineſs ware 


this Lady and me * 


A Come OFERA. = 


2 

lodge. What then, Mis. R2/tta, are vou 
terned falie-hearted after all; will „cu marry 
T/;mas the Gardener, and did I forſake AA 
for this? 

R., Oh Lord, Hodge! I beg your Pardon; 
[ procelt I forgot: but I mult reconcile you and 

/adre, I think; and give you a Wedding Din- 
ner to make you amends. 

lodge. N-. ah. 

Hawth, Adds me, Sir, here are ſome of your 
Neighbours come to viſit you, and ! ſuppoſe to 
make up the Company cf your Statute Ball; 
yonger's Muſic tov I ice, ſhall we enjoy qur- 
es? if ſo give me your Flat-------- 

J. Med. Wriiy here's my Hand, and we 
wil enjoy ourſelves, Heaven bleſs. you both, 
(mildren, I fay,----oiiter Deborah you are a 
Fool. | 

Hrs. Deb. Youare a Fool, Brother, an! 
mark iny Vords----But L' give mylelt no more 
: 10ubJe about you. 

Hawth, Fiddlers, ſtrike up. 


A XIII. 


Hence with Cares, C:mplaints and frawning, 
[Velcome Folliiy and Foy © 
Ev ry Grief in Pleaſure trawning, 
Mirth this happy Night emplay: 
Let's to Friendſhip de our Duty, 
Laugh and ſing ſome good old Strain; 
Drink a Health 4 Love and Beauty, 
May they long in Triumph reign, 


INI 


